


The last person Liz called for 


when she was dying... 
The inside story never told 


divina ..or dancina 


YOU FEEL THIS GOOL,THTS GLEAN, Tild FRESH WITH TAMPA 
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THE METEORIC RISE of these young stars of “Parrish” (/. to 7. Connie Stevens 
shows the tremendous opportunity that awaits anyone who has real talent—and can prove it. Here’s your chance. 


“Tf youve ever 
dreamed of being 
in pictures —here’s 
your big chance!” 


says TROY DONAHUE 
star of WARNER BROS. forthcoming release 


“PARRISH” 


TECHNICOLOR @® 





be eS: 


, Sharon Hugueny, Diane McBain, Troy Donahue) 


You can win a 
Hollywood contract 


—even if you've never acted before! 


iT’S HOLLYWOOD'S BIGGEST Until now, you 
SEARCH FOR NEW TALENT hadtobe “lucky” 
IN YEARS! to be seen by a 
Hollywood talent scout. But today, you can be sure 
of a chance to catch the eye (and ear) of the top 
judges in movieland — without ever leaving home! 
Entering this fabulous talent contest is as easy as 
acting in front of a home movie camera. In fact, 
that’s all you do! 


MAKE YOUR OWN SCREEN This is the amazing 
TEST WITH THE 8mm camera that 
FAIRCHILD CINEPHONIC’ captures both action 


and sound right on the film. You can talk, laugh, 


jector at a modest rental, so you can enjoy showing 
your screen test to your friends and family before 
you send the film to Warner Bros. in Hollywood. 


FAMOUS TALENT SCOUTS Warner Bros. is 

WILL JUDGE ENTRIES looking for the new 

IN HOLLYWOOD stars of tomorrow. 

All films will be carefully reviewed, and winners 
decided solely on the basis of acting promise. 

Final judges will be Solly Baiano, Warner Bros. 

Casting Director, Harry Mayer, Talent Executive, 

and Delmer Daves, Producer-Director of “Parrish.” 












TALENT SEARCH 


inspired by the exciting 
young cast of “Parrish” 


st A 10-week Warner Bros. 
prize contract with options, 


with guaranteed 
appearance in a Warner Bros. feature 


movie or TV production. 


gud ord An appearance in 
& a Warner Bros. TV 
production, plus 7-day all-expenses- 
paid trip to Hollywood, 


Ath 9 5th A Fairchild 
to Cinephonic 8 Camera 


and Cinephonic Projector, 








This is truly the 
chance of a lifetime 


H 








Fill in the coupon, and mail it 

today. You will receive without 

obligation, by return mail: 

%& ENTRY BLANK and complete 
contest rules. 
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| Mail today to 
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l 
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% Free booklet of helpful tips, 
| 

| 

| 
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WARNER BROS.-FAIRCHILD TALENT SEARCH 
BOX 85157, HOLLYWOOD 27, CALIF. 


even cry in your “scene”—it'll all be on film. Just 

-2. like Hollywood! 
Get your friends or family to help you make your 
Cinephonic “screen test.” They’ll have as much fun 


for anyone who has 
talent, and wants to 
do something with it 
at last. 











filming it as you have acting in it. E ane 
YOU DON’T HAVE TO OWN If you don’t own a nter ay © Ete Sw Swe 
A CINEPHONIC CAMERA Cinephonic camera : . Address 
“ 3 ’ = %& Names and addresses of Fair- 
TO ENTER your Fairchild deal- now child dealers in your area. 

er will arrange to rent you one by the day or week he 2 % An autographed picture of Troy 

for a very nominal charge—specially so you can r e S Donahue and Connie Stevens. ; 

enter this contest. City State P 





CONTEST CLOSES AUGUST 31, 1961 
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He’ll also make available a Cinephonic sound pro- 


Incpepenauesasenerueenenanaenl 











So natural... 
even 


HE cantt tell! 
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COLOR-BRIGHTENS YOUR HAIR 
SO EASILY - IN ONLY 5 MINUTES 


Nestle Colorinse enhances your 
natural hair shade with color- 
highlights and sheen, Quickly rinses 
in..-stays color-true till your next 
Jar 1antelolopam Mi hac-mele-1omo)(elele(-mal-liance) 
sunny splendor. Gives mousey brown 
are VE ame i e-Near-hatoum ol-t-10h4 eum cl lel abal-y— 
faded red with fiery sparkle. Trans- 
forms dull black hair to beautiful 
brilliance: 12 glorious shades. 35¢ 


NESTLE COLORINSE 


Nestle Colortint gives rich, lustrous, 
l-over color-that lasts through 3 
900s. Stronger than a rinse 

olUh ami ale) amr- Bm ol-1annr-lal-1el ame] -B am m-laleliin 
Tal dlolal-lommm h (-1-14(-M Ole) loladialamlsleciae 
fies your own hair shade OR adds 
exciting NEWcolor. It’s world-famous 
folam o}i-tarelialceialmcde-h Amm-tae-1-1¢-10 Mr Tale| 
faded hair. 10 lovely shades. 35¢ 
NESTLE COLORTINT 
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SHE WAS SO BUSY 
WiTH HER CHiLDREN 


SHE DIDNT HAVE TIME 
~ TO GET MARRIED! 


_ a. This is the story of Anna, 
schoolteacher by trade, 
single by choice and most 
things to most men from 

5 to 55! 





This is Paul who was terribly 
Offended because she didnt 
ask him to spend the week-end! 


METRO- 
GOLDWYN- 


MAYER 
PRESENTS 


: SHIRLEY MacLAINE 
LAURENCE HARVEY 
JACK HAWKINS 


















This is W.W.J. who fell in the 
sandbux and in love —al! 
at the same time! 





in A 
JULIAN ¥) 
BLAUSTEIN This is Whareparita, the teen- 
PRODUCTION ager who learned about love 
y 4 |O LOVES and life before she became 
, a woman! 
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with NOBU McCARTHY 


Screenplay by BEN MADDOW 
Based on the novel by SYLVIA ASHTON-WARNER 


Directed by CHARLES WALTERS 
In CinemaScope and Metrocolor 










Today 
You Can't Buy 
A Finer | 


Deodorant 


At Any Price! 


[ANDER 


CHLOROPHYLL 


STICK 
DEODORANT 


GREASELESS. NON - IRRITATING 
STOPS PERSPIRATION OD0F 
HARMLESS TO SKIN OR CLOTHES 
EASY-TO-USE PUSH-UP HOLDER 








Yet this jumbo 
“nse tested” stick 


only 29S 


Think of all the qualities you want in 
a deodorant. It should stop perspira- 
tion odor instantly, and protect all day 
long. Yet it must be absolutely safe, 
harmless to skin. Greaseless, harmless 
to clothes. Delicately fragrant. 

Must you pay a high price for all 
this? Not today! Not when Lander 
sells so many millions that they can 
offer an oversize supply in a plastic 
push-up holder, at a mere 29c! 


ANDER 


CHLOROPHYLL 


DEODORANTS | 


? —_,..and only 39c for the lotion ROLL-ON 
style thatstops perspiration worries. 











THAT'S 


HOLLYWOOD 


FOR YOU 








FROM A STOOL AT SCHWAB’S: I'm sitting in my office—on a 
stool at Schwab’s drugstore. Tuesday Weld is sitting next to me. A girl I don’t 
know is also sitting next to me, on the stool to the right. I’m between two worlds: 
a girl who has it made, and a girl who has a scrapbook but no clippings. 

I lean over and whisper to her, “Who's your latest?” Tuesday hates loud talkers, 
although sometimes she can be loud. Tuesday is an improved person in all depart- 
ments: conduct, clothes, acting. Tuesday 
often hurries here after work, to make 
a phone call in privacy, she says. Yet 
she seldom uses the booth. but makes 
her call on the phone out in the open. 
Tuesday ignores my question and talks 
of other things. I persist. “Have you 
been phoning Elvis?” Tuesday smiles, 
almost laughs. “I’ve yet to phone a 
fellow long distance.” She continues. 
“I date a lot of fellows but I’ve yet to 
fall in love. Maybe that’s what I’m 
waiting for—to fall in love.” A few 
minutes later she’s off to keep a date. 
“Give my best to Wednesday,” I call 
after her. Wednesday is our name for 
her mother. 





Schwab’s is a modern Lonely Hearts 
Club. Characters who are lonely and 


1 know what Tuesday’s waiting for. 


looking for companionship congregate 
there. A real character is character 
actor Clegg Hoyt. Notice the cast of characters at the end of the next TV show 
you see. One out of ten is certain to list Clegg Hoyt. The other nine times, he’s 
here at Schwab’s. Clegg is a fixture. A few weeks ago, I was eating with Martin 
Schwab. Husky Clegg approached. timidly. “Will you cash this five dollar check 
for me?” he asked. Martin looked up from his plate and initialed the check. “You 
haven’t your phone number on it.” quickly added Martin. Clegg said, “It’s Ol. 
6-1212.” Martin penciled it in on the check before he realized: “That’s the number 
of the store.” “I know it.” replied Clegg. “but I get all my phone calls here!” 

Sandra Dee now comes around with Bobby Darin. Before, Sandra came around 
with her mother. And Bobby used to do his shopping alone. Sandra is the same 
with Bobby as she was with her mother. She seldom says a word, smiles, and looks 
pretty. Bobby talks more than Sandra’s mother, but don’t get the wrong idea from 
this sentence. Bobby is pleasant. Sometimes he'll even sing, very softly, a new 
song for me. 

Janet Leigh says, “A person who needs no introduction generally does.” 
Shirley MacLaine wonders how television would have done if there had been 
no Roaring Twenties and no Al Capone. . . . Doug McClure is the shadow that 
Barbara Luna casts. . . . It certainly was strange one evening to see Dillinger 
(Lawrence Tierney), Al Capone (Rod Steiger), Al Capone (Telly Savalas), 
Al Capone (Neville Brand) and Ma Barker (Joan Blondell) in a huddle near 
the cash register. 

The girl at my right, the unknown with the empty scrapbook, stood up. Before 
exiting, she said to me, “Is it really true that Lana Turner was discovered at a 
soda fountain?” I answered, “Yes.” “Well.” she said, “I’ve been coming here every 
day for a month, having a soda. And the only thing that’s happened to me is that 
I’m getting fat.” That’s Hollywood For You. 
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COSTUME BY BETTY METCALF 


| dreamed | walked a tightrope 
K * 
in my MAUENOTM OI 


Sweet Music™...new Maidenform bra...has fitted elastic band under the cups for easy breathing; 


and reinforced undercups to keep you at your peak of prettiness! White in A, B, C cups, 2.50 


“REG, U.S. PAT. OFF. BY MAIDENFORM, INC MAKER OF BRAS. GIRODLES AND SWIMSUITS 1961 








LACE-FRONT BRIEFS 
FOR “DIFFICULT DAYS” 


Play it safe on “difficult days” with 
these new sanitary briefs. Pretty lace 
front panel. Exclusive Softex water- 


proof lining. White.S, M,L, XL. $2.00. 


J 


485 Fifth Ave., N.Y., N.Y. 








BE A PEN PAL 


Find a new and exciting friend 


JUST FOR YOU listed below. 





MOVIE FAN BARBARA Morin, 14 
Box 26] 
SHIRLEY Rice, 14 Medicine Lake 
Hawk Run, Pennsylvania Montana 
MARGARET MULLEN Tert Horner, 13 
Messrs. Gladstone Lyall Medicine Lake 
& Co. Ltd. Montana 


Connemara Hotel Annexe 


Mount Road, Madras 2, 


South India DIGS MUSIC 
Susan Ciatr, 14 — 
163-44 22 Avenue ae — 
Whitestone 57, N.Y. wane 


Candler, N.C. 
Corazon Garcia. 16 


50 Espana Extension 
Quezon City. Philippines 


JAMIE FARRELL, 16 
Box 292, Oyster Cr. Dr. 


Satu NIEtsen, 18 ager Lae, Cae 
Hiihtajantie 8 A 5 Louise Noriss, 16 
Helsinki/Herttoniemi 431 Henry Avenue 

Finland 


Winnipeg 2, Manitoba, Canada 
Marina CHAN, 23 


DreaMaA Brown, 16 
c/o Global Supplies Co. 


eet Mn Williamsburg. West Virginia 
Li Pon Chun Chambers Incrip THIELE, 18 
Des Voeux Road C 236 Clifton Avenue 


Hong Kong Minneapolis, Minnesota 


WHO DO YOU WANT TO READ ABOUT? 


! want to read stories about (list movie, TV or recording stars): 


ACTOR: 1. 2. 











2 
e pag 
of Rae 3 4 
J Ade «| 
~Sla> 
y r af ACTRESS: 1. 2. 
3. 4 








2. 








"6-61 
Paste this ballot on a postcard and send it to Readers Poll, Box 1374. 
Grand Central Station, New York 17, N. Y., and tell us vour favorites. 


—_— 
















































A SPORTS LOVERS 


Dara Sacar, 20 

Jerbai Baug, E/9 

Victoria Garden Road 

Byculla, Bombay 27, India 
Janet Cups, 15 
2135 Mendon Drive 
San Pedro, Calif. 

Hoon Kim, 19 

No. 120-56, 3 Ka Choong-Chung-Ro 

Seo-Dai-Moon-Ku 

Seoul, Korea 
Resa Peters, 15 
Rt. #4, Box 802 
Fayetteville, N.C. 

Mata Nano, 16 

50/A Theatre Road 

Calcutta 16, W. Bengal, India 
Patricia Lower, 16 
218 N. Arch Avenue 
Alliance, Ohio 

SUZANNE RICHEY, 1] 

Rt. 2, Box 193 

Beaumont, Texas 


STAMP COLLECTORS 


Joun WILHELM-AN, 17 

Djalan-Solo 266 

Salatiga, Djateng, Indonesia 
JENNIFER Utarip, 14 
20 Circus Avenue 
Park Circus 
Caleutta 17, India 

Jerr Hitton, 9 

8510 South 1330 East 

Sandy, Utah 
Joyce Dickinson, 12 
34 Blanche St. 
Plainview, L.I., N.Y. 

Minuit CHIN 

10 Lemon St. 

Seremban, N.S. Malaya 


K CALLING ALL FANS 


The following clubs are looking for 
new members. If you're interested, just 
write to the address given below: 

Elvis Presley Friendship Club:  E. 
Richardson, Pres., 4816 Fountain Avenue, 
Hollywood 29, Calif. Apt. 201 

Susan Kohner: Ingeborg Chaly, Pres., 548 
Lakeside Avenue, Lorain, Ohio 

Ray Conniff: Lois Hollands, Pres., 99 
Hurst Road, Erith, Kent, England 


Anthony George: Bonnie & Arlene Hor- 

witz, Pres., 2180 Wallace Avenue, N.Y. 62, 

N.Y. 

Fabian: Carol Webber, Pres., 131 H Street, 

Carney’s Point, New Jersey 

Arlene Di Pietro: Joyce Sugg, Pres., 87 

Glen Avenue, Williamsville 21, N.Y. 

Eddie Fisher: Susan Grabarnick, Pres., 

127 Ten Eyck Wk., Brooklyn 6, N.Y. 
(Please turn the page) 





NOW! 
GO FROM NEARLY BLONDE 
TO CLEARLY BLONDE... 
WITHOUT 
ARTIFICIAL COLORING! 


Light and Bright is the first and only one-step hair lightener. 
It lightens once-blonde hair that has darkened as no rinse or dye 
can do. Brings out a blondeness that is all yours—blondeness that 
can’t wash out, can’t fade! And you control the shade—lighten 
‘your hair to just the tone most flattering to 
you. Gentle—contains no ammonia. Does 
contain an exclusive creme conditioner that 
leaves your hair soft, manageable. Easy — 
just apply, comb through.....$1.50 plus tax. 


ight, ancl right" 


by RICHARD HUDNUT = 
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“SECOND SKIN” THIN 
SPORTS GIRDLE 


No show or tell under sports clothes! 
Flatters in determined natural rub- 
ber. Cool, breathable surface. White 
or Pink. Petite, S, M, L; only $2.50. 


@ 


° 2 


485 Fifth Ave., N.Y., N.Y. 
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PLEASE TELL US 


Will you please, please settle an argument. 
My husband says Broderick Crawford 
played opposite Judy Holliday in “Born 
Yesterday,” but my daughter and I say it 
was Paul Douglas. Who’s correct? 

A. J. O. 


Saginaw, Michigan 


This time father knows best! It was Broder- 
ick Crawford, but Poul Douglas played the 
stage version.—Eb. 


My girlfriend says Tony Perkins’ first 
film was “Friendly Persuasion.” I claim 
it was “Fear Strikes Out.” Can you settle 
this question? 


D. HELLER 


New York, N.Y. 


Sorry, but you're both mistaken. Tony’s 
first film was “The Actress” in 1953 in 
which he appeared with Jean Simmons and 


Spencer Tracy. How about this snappy 
photo taken on the set of the film?—Eb. 





THANKS A MILLION! 


I can’t begin to tell you how surprised I 
was to receive an autographed picture of 
my favorite star, Mike Landon, from 
Puotorptay. After mailing the ballot, I 
never gave it a second thought that I 
might actually win. 

Dianne B. 


Detroit. Mich. 


Sue. 


continued 


Perhaps you can help me. I have alwayz 
envied and admired the lovely airline 
stewardesses and would like to learn how 
I might become one when I graduate 
from high school this year. 
Goria FULLER 
Dubuque, Iowa 


American Airlines conducts a “Stewardes- 
College” in Texas, where, if qualified, you 
can commence a six-week training period. 
Your education (must be a high school 


graduate), character and references are 


carefully considered. We can’t think of a 
more exciting and interesting career to 
pursue. If you agree and want more infor- 


mation, write to Career Department, Puorto- 
PLAY. 205 East 42nd Street. New York 17, 
New York.—Eb. 








WHERE ARE THEY NOW? 


I shall always remember Sylvia Sydney in 
“Dead End.” She was a truly wonderful 
star. Is she still active? 
Grioria Lewis 
Brentwood, N.Y. 


At the present time, the lovely Miss Sydney 
is concentrating on TV.—Ep 


I would like to know what ever happened 

to Jean Peters. Can you help me? 
NANCY SLOANE 
Benton Harbor, Mich. 


She’s married to Howard Hughes.—Eb. 





Write to Readers Inc., PHotorptiay, 205 E. 42nd 
St., New York 17, N. Y. We regret that we 
cannot answer or return unpublished letters. 
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New! Fiery, pagan colors for your lips and nails 


Come with Cutex to the land of the ancient Aztecs for colors that 
outshine the tropical sun. “Fire Dance,” a darting, dancing, glow- 
ing orange that sets your beauty ablaze. “Pink Goddess,” a new 
smoldering hot pink that makes you a dazzling sun-worshipper. 
And “Flaming,” a red like the heart of a voleano. Colors with a 
pagan brilliance that will kindle fresh excitement with every thing 
you wear this season. In long-lasting Pearl or regular polish; 
smooth, creamy Delicate lipstick or lush, clinging Sheer Lanolin. 


GOWNS BY SARMI! 





FIRE DANCE 
F f 
CL 


CUTEX: : 





_ fir dance 








now! 
from 

California 

comes 


CREME PUFF 





by 
MAX FACTOR 


You get a wonderfully warn 
new sunlit look with Creme 
Puff. the compact make-up from 
California. For Max Factor 
makes tt with millions of tiny 
light-ditfusers that soften the 
heht. Also. millions of tiny light 
reflectors that give off a special 
glow. The resull...a warm 
radiance...a soft beauty... 

the Suntit Look! 


And Creme Pull is complexion- 
balanced: tt actually tatters 
complexions from pale to 
ruddy. In 12 lovely shades— 
each with the Suntit Look. Creme 
Pulf now comes in refillable 
Case-Mate compacts ina wide 
choice of designer colors. from 
$1.55 to $5.50. Refills $1.00. 


K BY MAX FACTOR 
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‘LASH 


FROM HOLLYWOOD BY CAL YORK 





| hear Elvis Presley really dropped a bundle of cash at 
the gambling tables in Las Vegas. The blonde he was 
squiring around town apparently didn't bring him luck. 


We're the only ones to discover the latest tragedy in the 
Roger Smith household. Vici fell while carrying their son 
down a flight of stairs. The boy was uninjured, but Vici 
broke her hip. She spent several weeks in a hospital, was 
in a great deal of pain and had a partial cast. The acci- 
dent was kept very hush-hush, mainly because Roger didn't 
want Vici's mother to find out and become overly concerned 
till Vici was better. So many things of a jinx nature have 
happened to the Smiths lately. 


The Michael Landons are adopting another child. They 
adopted a boy, Josh, last year, and Mike tells us they 
want to adopt three more in the next three years. His 
wife Dodie has a heart condition and doesn't dare have 
any more children of her own. She has a thirteer-year-old 
son by her first marriage. 


Isn't Sean Flynn trying his hardest to emulate the swash- 
buckling antics of his father, the late Errol Flynn? Sean 
really has the highbrows looking down their noses, espe- 
cially when he wears moccasins without socks to fashion- 
able night-spots. 


Isn't the honeymoon over with the Lance Reventiows? 
Jill St. John is spending more and more time away from 
him these days. 


Glenn Ford and Hope Lange are planning to film a 
motion picture abroad this summer. It's a good place for 
a honeymoon, Glenn. Or have you already thought of 
that? 


They're taking bets round Hollywood that by 1962 Sandra 
Dee will bow out of show business on the advice of her 
hubby. They say the latest ultimatum from Mr. Darin 
is informing her studio that in future pictures her male co- 
star must be a big name, a Rock Hudson or a Cary 
Grant, or she won't work. 


p The Tony Curtises are talking about adding to their 
family. 


Doctors feared for a while that Kathy Nolan would never 
walk again as a result of the back injuries suffered in a fall 
from a horse. 


* The town is talking about George Montgomery being 
challenged to a duel while in Hong Kong filming “Samar.” 
Prince Raimondo Orsini spotted his sweetheart, Ziva 
Rodann, lunching with George in a hotel. The Prince 
jumped to conclusions and suggested pistols at twenty Designer Olga’s Secret Hug bra: wire 
paces. What the Prince didn't know was that George is liftwithoutwire $5. For store write Olga, 
; producing the film, and Ziva plays the female lead. Just 
DINAH SHORE business, they say, but | wonder what Dinah Shore thinks? PH6, 7915 Haskell, Van Nuys, Cal.pat.pen. 
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SARA HAMILTON 
COVERS HOLLYWOOD: 


% The Gable baby 
% Marilyn and Joe 





% Liz comes home 


Hollywood— 
Behind the Scenes 


It's fun behind the scenes, especially when 
producer-director-writer Delmar Daves tells 
what he really thought of Troy Donahue, Con- 
nie Stevens and Sharon Hugueny, all mem- 
bers of his “Parrish cast. Shall | tell? “Connie 
Stevens,” he says, "is a new Bette Davis. | 
wouldn't hesitate a minute to cast her in any 
of Bette's former roles, knowing she'd give a 
knockout performance." Sharon Hugueny? One 
of the most promising newcomers. Of Troy, Del- 
mar was frank in saying, “! had to call him aside 
and say, ‘Look you're playing with real pros in 
this movie—Dean Jagger, Claudette Colbert 
and Karl Malden—and you just can't walk into a 
scene unprepared. You're up against the best 
in the business, so get with it.’ When you see the 
picture, you'll see a new Troy.” ... Gary 
Cooper and his wife, Jimmy Durante, Debbie 
and Harry flew to Miami for the Patterson- 
Johansson fight. ... It was at Freddy Karger's 
debut as orchestra leader at the Beverly Hilton 
Hotel that | first suspected he and Jane Wyman 
would remarry. There was something in the tender 
way she smiled at him that revealed these two, 
like so many couples who divorce hastily, needed 
each other more than ever. Jane looked lovely 
the second time she and Freddy stood at the 
altar, but | couldn't help wondering how 
Marilyn Monroe, who once had a wild crush 
on Freddy, felt about it. It's a merry-go-round 
of win or lose in Hollywood, isn't it? 


Joan Fontaine with French Consul Millet. 


Scoop 


Gina Lollobrigida is in Hollywood all alone; 
her husband remained in Rome. At the Rossano 
Brazzi dinner party | gazed on the sad Gina, 
wearing one of her fabulous wigs, and won- 
dered at the rootlessness of this lovely star who 
claims she feels at home nowhere—in her native 
Italy, in her adopted country of Canada, nor in 
Hollywood. And now if gossip is true, what a 
lonely road lies ahead for this beautiful woman. 
. . « The battle between Doug McClure and 
Barbara Luna began late one evening and 
lasted till dawn. Rumor has it Marlon Brando 


Tony won a Golden Globe 
award, but Judy Garland stole 
the show. They rose to cheer her. 


Loretta Young at the Golden 
Globe Awards Dinner—she’s still 


as glamorous as she ever was. 


Franciosa and Balaban—still a twosome. 


had something to do with the argument that left 
Doug and Barbara friendly but not exactly 
chummy as before. Bing and Kathy, 
who are expecting their third child in late sum- 
mer, are trying to patch up things between the 
Philip Crosbys. .. . “If it's what he wants, it's 
okay with me." Dean Martin shrugs when 
asked about his son Craig signing with Warner 
Brothers when his military stint is over. Dean's 
waiting to meet Craig's prospective bride. . . . 
Wonder what George Nader's been up to? 
He's very serious about his writing—TV scripts 
and plays—and soon takes off to start a TV series, 


"Shannon." (Please turn the page) 


Burt Lancaster was voted best dramatic 
actor. Jack Lemmon won for his comedy. 


Pr 
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When Marilyn joined Joe DiMaggio in St. Petersburg, Florida, the rumors Jane Wyman’s remarriage to Freddie Kar- 
that they would remarry got hotter than ever. But they both refused to say “yes” ger was no surprise to many of their friends, 
or “no” to wedding plans. Joe was there for spring training with the Yankees. who insisted that they'd get together again. 


What A 
Surprise! 


| really surprised Tec de Costa with oa 
birthday party and you should have seen the 
stunned look on his freckled face as friend after 
friend greeted this "Auntie Mame" and “Music 
Man" director. Meredith Willson, who wrote 
the “Music Man" score and who was certainly 
the life of the party, took off a day or two later 
for Van Johnson's opening in the play in 
London. Lovely Shirley Jones, star of the 
“Music Man" movie, came with her husband Jack 
Cassidy and looked beautiful with a flower ar- 
rangement over her blond hair. Craig Stevens 
joined his wife Alexis Smith after a late “Peter 
Gunn” session, looking too handsome for words. 
And what a doll is that delightful Hermione 
Gingold, also in the film. Remember her with 
Chevalier in "Gigi"? Producers Ross Hunter, 
Gant Gaither, with Mitzi Gaynor and their 
friends crowded the room, but next to Tec the 
most pleased and excited person was his sister 
Isabel, who helped plan the whole thing. Later, 
when we all trekked over to the Kowloon for 
dinner, we toasted our Academy nominee, 
Shirley Jones, who by this time may posses an 
Oscar for “Elmer Gantry.” We all hope so. 





Edie Adams congratulates Jack Lemmon for winning a Golden Globe Award. 
But it was okay, Jack’s steady date Felicia Farr was there, and the kiss was all 
in fun! Jack and Edie are two of the biggest clowns in town, and we love them! 








Popular newcomer Clu Gulager and son. 


Ty—Still Hoping 


1 must say, there's a sincerity about strapping 
big Ty Hardin these days that's very appealing 
but | feel he's never really recovered from the 
shock of losing his wife Andra Martin, which 
he admits was through his own neglect. "Sara, | 
know it's God's will we get together again,” he 
told me. His casual date at a recent party was 
Yvonne Lime, a thoughtful girl. . . . Those 
reported disagreements between Peter Law- 
ford and his wife, if true, will never reach 
a serious stage. And for several reasons, as 
you can well guess. . . . And bank on the fact 
all those household purchases made by Juliet 
Prowse have no connection with Frank Sinatra, 
or Elvis Presley, for that matter. . . . The rumors 
concerning Keely Smith and Louis Prima 
are still around and growing more persistent. 
| wonder what's this about trouble between 
Clint Eastwood and his wife Maggie? 


End of An Ordeal 


A tired Liz Taylor arrived and had to be 
carried from the plane. 

"She's a sick girl," Eddie explained to the 
crowd of reporters when Liz could barely man- 
age a feeble wave for the cameramen. 

Her hair was lovely as usual, but as she passed 
through the airport in her wheel chair, the crowd 
could see how flushed her cheeks were and how 
she tried to hide the scar on her throat, caused 
by the tube she had breathed through, with the 
high collar on her sable coat. The cylinder of 
oxygen she brought from London and the band- 
ages on her left leg were a grim reminder of 
the illness which nearly claimed her life such 
a short time ago. 

"She needs to rest the night," Eddie said as 
they left the airport. They're planning a long 
rest in Palm Springs so Liz can regain her 
health. . . . (Please turn the page) 









































































Henry Fonda and his wife, 
a lovely Italian beauty, are 
“trial” 


trying a separation. 


Juliet Prowse has been doing a 
lot of shopping lately, but not 
with Frankie or Elvis in mind. 
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Memories of 
Yesterday 


She's just as beautiful as ever—believe it or 
not. My good friend Olivia de Havilland, as 
she came to greet me with hand outstretched, 
talked of her three-day gala in Atlanta, Georgia, 
for the second premiere of "Gone With the 
Wind" and said she hopes her American fans 
won't forget her. "Sara, please tell them to 
write me at Boite Postale, 156-16, Paris, France.” 
So why not a line to Livvy. She went on to say, 
"| thought I'd feel sad, with Clark Gable gone 
so recently,” she said, “but the moment the pic- 
ture began, it was just as though we had never 
been separated. To sit and watch Clark, Ward 
Bond, Leslie Howard, and Hattie McDaniels 
—all gone and yet so close to my heart up there 
on the screen—seemed to bridge time.’ Olivia 
didn't seem to think Vivien Leigh, who played 
the unforgettable Scarlett O'Hara, enjoyed the 
fete too well. Probably because a silly reporter 
asked, “And what part do you play in the film, 
Miss Leigh?" . . . Out Universal way, director 
Ross Hunter invited his friends to a "Flower 
Drum" party on the fabulous set depicting San 
Francisco's Chinatown. And what a breath-taking 
spectacle it was. Jill St. John, arrived from 
movie-making in Europe with her husband, Lance 
Reventiow, while Troy Donahue and Lili Kar- 
dell, looking sensational with Palm Springs tans, 
held hands. Handsome Jimmy Shegeta and 





Miyoshi Umeki, stars of the film, were on hand 
to greet the guests, but the plane carrying Nan- 
cy Kwan from Paris arrived too late for the 
festivities. It was Rock Hudson, strolling in 
by himself, who caught the eyes—he and that 
other handsome bachelor Cesar Romero who 
spent most of the evening talking what seemed 
like business with David Janssen. The Charles 
Boyers make very few appearances at local 
parties so it was good to see that French twin- 
kle still gleam in his eyes as he greeted me at 
director Vincente Minnelli's surprise party. 
... A hat in Hollywood's a rarity, but | loved 
the one black velvet rose | saw Arlene Dahli 
wearing instead atop her blond head. | thought 
she looked dreamy. But then, maybe it was 
motherhood. 





Olivia de Havilland, left, is still a beauty. 
Below is a picture of Vivien Leigh as 
Scarlett and another taken recently. 





HON OH HU NR 


For Kay Gable — 


A Son 


The first words Kay Gable spoke when she saw her eight-pound son, the 
spitting image of her late husband, were, “What a handsome boy." 

She has the child she and Clark wanted so desperately, and Kay is slowly 
coming to build his future by herself. She named him John Clark Gable. 
"That's what Clark wanted, so that's what | named him," she said. 

Clark's devoted fans wrote from all over the world asking her to name 


the baby Clark Jr. if it were a boy. “Clark and | talked about that," Kay 
said. “But he thought that would be too much of a handicap for a child 
to bear. I'm glad it's a boy," she smiled wanly. “Else | could never have 
faced Pa's fans." The first thing she said even before she saw the baby was, 
"| had a boy, didn't 1?" She stayed awake during the Caesarean section and 
watched the operation in a mirror despite her own precarious health due to a 
heart condition. “| told the doctor to keep me awake," she explained before 
she went down to surgery, "so | can give the baby a kiss and a hug from his 
pa the minute he's born." 

At right, the first picture taken of young John with his mother. 

Kay was touched by all the letters, flowers and telegrams. "I guess every- 
body loved Pa—we all did." Her friends tried to cheer her up by telling her 
that her son was much better looking than the other babies in the hospital 
nursery. "Yes," Kay answered, “but they all have fathers.” 
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Anything for a laugh—it looks as though 


297 


Jerry has found a willing “straight man”! 


What’s New 
Around Town? 





| watched Glenn Ford and Hope Lange at 
another recent party together, and | wondered 
if thoughts of Eleanor Powell, Glenn's ex-wife, 
crossed his mind. For it was that very evening 
Eleanor made her dancing comeback at the 
Sahara in Las Vegas. Their son Peter sat out front 
and cheered his lovely, now slimmed mother, and 
| hear Glenn sent her a wire of good wishes. But 
how little all their years together seemed to mean 
at this moment. Sad, isn't it???? From Europe, 
comes disquieting news concerning the Louis 
Jourdans. | wondered about this marriage some 
weeks ago as | watched Mrs. Jourdan discussing 
her husband's business affairs with his agents. 
Funny nothing seemed to click after his “Gigi” 
role, and I'm sure they were both unhappy over 
this turn of fate, and the rumor is that Tina 
Onassis is Louis’ new interest. Remember Tina's 
husband has been linked with Maria Callas 
and where does this leave Mrs. Jourdan? Fight- 
ing, says the talk. . . . Elvis’ wonderful one-sided 
smile slowly lit up his face. “Hi, how are you?” 
he grinned. "Hi, Colonel,” | said. Now that Elvis 
has been made an honorary Colonel by Tennes- 
see's Governor, | wonder how his irrepressible 
manager Colonel Parker feels about the title. Bet 
a dollar he has himself upped to a General. . . . 
Chatted with Bill Holden during his brief visit 
in town and couldn't help thinking how all this 
face-lifting chatter about Bill seems silly. Bill 
looked as usual to me—debonair and self suffi- 
cient. . . . At dinner the other night, Jimmy 
Darren had fun trying to shock me about his 
"South Philadelphia past," while Evy fussed 
about their budget and money problems. It's 
odd, but Jimmy has the feeling he's two people 
in one. One lives in the realm of hot tempers 
and reckless spending; the other is domestic 
and ambitious. Personally, | love all three of 
them. Both Jimmys and Evy. . . . Well, that's 
all for this month—Sara 














The Opposite Sex 
and Your Pergpiration 















Q. Do you know there are two 
kinds of perspiration? 


A. It’s true! One is “physical,” 
caused by work or exertion; the 
other is “nervous,” stimulated by 
emotional excitement. It’s the 
kind that comes in tender mo- 
ments with the “opposite sex.” 




















Q. How can you overcome this 
“emotional” perspiration? 


A. Science says a deodorant needs 
a special ingredient specifically 
formulated to overcome this 
emotional perspiration without 
irritation. And now it’s here... 
exclusive Perstop*. So effective, 
yet so gentle. 


Why be only 








Q. Which perspiration is the 
worst offender? 


A. The “emotional” kind. Doc- 
tors say it’s the big offender in 
underarm stains and odor. This 
perspiration comes from bigger, 
more powerful glands—and it 
causes the most offensive odor. 








Q. Why is arrip cream America’s 
most effective deodorant? 


A. Because of Perstop*, the mos: 
remarkable anti-perspirant ever 
developed, ARRID CREAM Deo- 
dorant safely stops perspiration 
stains and odor without irrita- 
tion to normal skin. Saves your 
pretty dresses from “Dress Rot.” 


Half Safe ? 








use Arrid to be sure ! 


it’s more effective than any cream, twice as 
effective as any roll-on or spray tested! Used 
daily, new antiseptic ARRID with Perstop* actually 
stops underarm dress stains, stops “Dress Rot,’ stops 
perspiration odor completely for 24 hours. Get 
ARRID CREAM Deodorant today. 





#Carter Products trad k for sulf ted hydrocarbon surfactants 






Br 


49¢ 


plus tax. 


















Cream hair away the beautiful way... with new baby-pink, sweet-smelling NEET, what a 
beautiful difference it makes! Any gal who's ever used a razor knows there’s trouble with razor 
stubble; bristly, coarse hair-ends that feel ugly, look worse. Gentle, smoothing NEET actually 
beauty-creams the hair away; goes down deep where no razor can reach! No wonder it takes so 
much longer for new hair to come in. So next time, for the smoothest, nicest looking legs 
in town, why not try NEET—you'll never want to shave again! 


| Neet 
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-------BY GARY CLARKE 


as told to DEAN GAUTSCHY 





I want to set the record straight. All those rumors 
about why Connie Stevens and I “broke up” are all 
unfounded, untrue. 

I think it only fair to both Connie and me that 
PHOTOPLAY readers know the truth. The whole truth. 
I have heard some say around Hollywood that Connie 
confronted me with an ultimatum, marry her now or 
not at all. There was one rumor that she had found 
someone else, giving me a fast brushoff. How wrong 
can the second-guessers be? Actually, 1 don’t believe 


our romance is over. I call it a stalemate. 


A RUDE AWAKENING TO REALITY 


On several occasions, Connie and | cast realism 





aside. Our love became stronger than the demanding 
challenges of reality. Each time something happened. 
Something ecstatic . . . exhilarating. 

“Let’s get married right now,” I would pronounce 
with a solid air of assurance. Her large eyes always 
would glisten. Her pixie-like face grin from ear to 
ear with angelic radiance. “Let’s find the nearest 
preacher,” she would say. 

Those were precious, happy moments I'll never for- 
get. It was like a dream about to come true. Then 
gradually there would be a rude awakening to reality, 
engulfing our future together in seeds of doubt. The 
pattern was always the same. Those long, practical 
discussions about marriage into the wee hours of the 
night. Our optimism faded into pessimism. Eventually, 
one of us wearily, cautiously, would concede: 

“Darling, I think it best to wait a while longer.” 

The little while had a habit of stretching into days, 
weeks and what seemed like an eternity. 


This went on for nearly four years. Several times, 


SPECIAL 
TO 


PHOTOPLAY 


Connie and I set the date. PHoTOPLAy was right, we 
certainly were headed to the altar. We were always so 
close, yet so far, from taking our vows. I knew this was 
unfair to both of us. Furthermore, I was in no position 
to do anything. I had to face the hard, cold facts. 
My career hasn’t become solidified to the point where 
I can honestly, conscientiously assume the financial 
responsibilities of marriage. 

“I refuse to have a wife support me,” | have told 
her. Call it pride. Call it stubbornness; some men 
would probably leap at the idea. I know I’m right. 

I guess it was bound to happen. Connie and I 
couldn’t go on pretending things were going to work 
out. I noticed a change in her attitude after she re- 
turned from a vacation in New York. I sensed things 
were going to be different with us. Apparently, she 
had made a decision, one she had every right to make. 
And the decision that our relationship, our love, could 
not be reconciled with the future probably was de- 
pendent on a culmination of events. The wedding plans 
which never materialized, the constant rumors about us. 

One rumor in particular may have bothered her. It 
was a very vicious one about me. I think Connie took 
the word of someone else instead of coming to me first 
for the truth. Only once in our four years of dating 
did I ever get really angry with Connie. 


| EXPLODED IN AN ANGRY TIRADE 


I can’t even remember what it was about. I do re- 
member standing over her exploding in a tirade in 
which the words kept pouring out in rapid fire. Connie 
sat calmly and listened. Did I feel like a heel later as 
Connie, her soft eyes stunned and hurt, didn’t reply. 


By her silence she made me see I was in the wrong. 








After all, how could anyone stay angry at Connie? | 
certainly couldn’t. 

Only as recently as last Spring, Connie and I were 
planning again. I had high hopes this time. My career, 
I thought, had started to move. I was signed to appear 
in a TV series, “Michael Shayne.” The trio I had been 
with for some time, the Pinky Baldwin Singers, was 


booked at the Moulin Rouge in Hollywood. I was busy 


by day filming the TV show. busy by night singing at 


the night club. [ loved it. Connie would often meet me 


after the show for coffee and we’d talk for hours. 


| THOUGHT CONNIE WAS MINE 


Finally, 1 thought to myself, I would soon be in a po- 
sition to marry her. One of my friends told me Connie 
even cried tears of joy when she learned I got the TV 


role. I had given her a ring for (Continued on page 71) 


















Gardner McKay used to watch the screen and see those marvelous people living out their strange 
adventures and their beautiful lives in a world where everything works out right . .. where good people 
always have something good to say and where bad ones get what they deserve. Then the screen 
would go dark and Gardner would remain in his seat, wondering why his life was so empty and mean- 
ingless compared to theirs . .. why he hardly ever said or did those perfect things the people on the screen 
always said and did . . . why he was always just his same old self day in and day out. And so his life 
went. One day followed another, the weeks melted into months, the months into years. . . . Today he’s 
one of those people on the screen. And that’s how you see him. All his rough edges are smoothed 
off, all that’s normal is enlarged. But this article is about the real Gardner McKay. And I can 
tell you right off that the reality is far more wonderful than any image. Gardner is not merely a person 


who lives in Hollywood, eats so-and-so for breakfast or drives some special car. (Continued on page 81) 




















The bullfighter from Madrid had long 
since folded his cape and gone. The funny 
man from Rome had ceased to make her 
smile. The musician had tried a handful 
of wives after her. And the singer, she had 


sent packing. The men were always there. 


THIS IS ASTORY OF FATE. 
AND MAYBE AL 

















The promises were always ripe. But the 
virl named Ava had always been on the 
short end of the dream. “‘I want to be like 
other women. Settle down. -Have kids. 
Love one man.” But, one man can be- 


come many men. (Continued on page 80 ) 


AND ASTORY OF LOVE. 
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You know what mommies are? Kissing 









bugs. (Mrs. Jimmie Rodgers and Michele ) 
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One of the nice things about mothers: You can grow 
a. up to look like them. (Rita Hayworth and Yasmin) 


Left: Janet Leigh’s Jamie and Kelly know—mothers 


are people who laugh with you—every single day. 
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The minute the man gallops the horses like on TV, Please turn the page 
Mommy says, “We'll walk!” (Debbie and Carrie) 
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Gale Storm’s Peter and Paul are nice 
about it, but wouldn’t you think Mom 
could afford her own bottle of Coke? 





Every day you have to tell your mom- 
my “I love you” or she'll be sad. (Les- 
lie Caron, Jennifer and Christopher ) 


ment 


Caroline Kennedy knows: Mothers want to play with your dolls, but you try 


wearing their shoes to an important meeting in Daddy’s office, and what a fuss! 


If not for Mother I wouldn’t even 
be here! (Ann Sothern and Tish) 


Our Mother won’t take a chance on two against one, she has to 


bring a friend when we take trips. (Lucille Ball’s Lucie and Desi) 


a at ee 


Mothers are always late—except when you 


must get to school. (Judy Garland and Joe) 
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Mothers really believe those fairy stories | You could fix it yourself—but Mother’s Day 
they read us. (Shirley Temple and Charles) is no time to say so. (Bette Davis’ Barbara) 
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In Hollywood, people said George 
wanted “out” of his romance with 
Susan, but we found out the real story. 
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PHOTOPLAY’s photographer took this 
exclusive picture of George and Susan 
at his mother’s home in Palm Beach. 





In a waiting room at Los Angeles airport, they talked quietly, studying 
each other with long, close looks. Then the loudspeaker boomed out a 
call for London passengers and suddenly, for the first time since her 
arrival, the young woman’s smile faded. Silently, they walked out onto 
the airfield, the older couple stopping at a little gate, the younger going 
on to board the sleek airliner. In these exclusive pictures, PHOTOPLAY 
presents a rare and private meeting of Elizabeth Taylor and her mother 
and father, Mr. and Mrs. Francis Taylor—a meeting which reveals at 
last the truth behind the rumors that were to circulate furiously out of 
London six weeks after these pictures were taken. (Please turn the page) 
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THE DAY OF CRISIS: | 


Sara Sothern Taylor sat stiffly in a straight-backed wooden chair that had been 


the placed just outside her daughter’s hospital room. For some time now, no one had 
gone in or come out of that room. Mrs. Taylor wore a dark knit dress and low-heeled 


shoes and she sat very still. When a nurse brought a cup of tea and put it down be- 


last Dp eYSON side her, she seemed startled, as if she hadn’t heard her approach. She thanked her 


and watched her walk away through the empty corridor. (Continued on page 76) 
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A week after her arrival, Mrs. Tay- 
lor visits Liz at the London Clinic. 


It began as just a cold that turned 
into flu. Then dread pneumenia, 
and Liz is rushed to the hospital. 





After throat surgery and blood trans- 
fusions, Liz is still on the critical 
list. Her doctors order an electronic 
lung to help in her fight to breathe. 


Throughout the night of crisis, Mr. 
and Mrs. Taylor waited outside Liz’s 
room, praying. As they leave the hos- 
pital, it is morning—hope is strong. 


For a week, Eddie had waited for 
these words: “Out of danger.” To the 
children, he says, “Elizabeth was gone 
from us—and now she is back.” 


(Please turn the page) 


Eddie kept a vigil at Liz’s bedside. Briefly, he talks to 


reporters: “Last night I was told Liz had an hour to live.” 
























“LIZ TAYLOR JUST DIED..” 


W hat did Y OU, A woman walked into a lingerie shop. Shock was on her face. She said 


to nobody and everybody, “Liz Taylor just died.” A salesclerk began 
to sob softly. Her customer choked up. For the next half hour, there 

. ; ai ; 
th k h was no buying or selling in the crowded store—only words of pity and 
HL? W en of grief, in the hushed respectful tones in which people speak of the 
dead. . . . It was an incredible day, people cared so intensely. Stran- 


Y OW heard at ? gers in the streets said to each other, “Isn’t it terrible, that poor girl 
o 


dying when she had so much to live for?” And others said just the 







os a , 
In a coffee shop, Mrs. Rose Scordino told Mrs. Catherine D’ Agostino, 
“I don’t know anything more tragic than this poor girl being dead.” 


Judy Isaacs, a junior in high 
school, said sadly, “The only 
comfort is that she asked for 
her mother before it was too 
late. Honestly, I could cry.” 


During Liz’s fight with death, 
Debbie’s son Todd was very 
ill, too. A harassed Eddie 
kept in touch, and Debbie ex- 
pressed good wishes for Liz. 














opposite, “She suffered so much, I feel as if she’s never really 
lived—and now she never will.” And one woman mourned, 
“T have this feeling she never got over Mike Todd—and never 
wanted to.” She was overheard and rebuked sharply: “That’s 
a very cruel thing to say when Eddie Fisher is going through 
pure hell—and her children, I can’t bear to think of them 
without their mother.” . . . Only that morning the headlines 
had given a cheering word for the first time: “Liz Gains.” 


“She’s my idol,” mourned Annette. 
“I worshipped her as an actress.” 


Then suddenly rumors started—no one knows how or where 
—and spread like fire. In New York and Hollywood, PHo- 
TOPLAY offices were swamped with calls. Newspaper and radio 
and TV switchboards put on extra operators, too. “Is it true?” 
It was not! But while the scare was on, cameramen from 
coast to coast saw these expressions of pity and shock on 
America’s face. And PHoTop.Lay thought it would do Liz’s 
heart good if she could see them, too. (Please turn the page) 


“We'll pray for her soul,” pledged Maria Figoni 
(left) and Corynne Monahan, classmates in school. 


“She was a remarkable woman, she faced criticism 
with great courage,” Dick Hartnett told a passenger. 


The morning news had been good. 
Now, “It can’t be true,” Hector Quiles 
said. “She’s too beautiful to die.” 





LP LIZ GET WELL 


“Soon after Liz Taylor and Eddie Fisher had rocked the world 


with their marriage, she told a friend that she had come to 


- dread opening the mail every day. It poured in on them—a 


_ harshly critical and abusive flood. And it was even harder to 
. ‘take than the angry stares and ugly shouts they had to put 


F -with-in public places . . . But now Liz can open her mail 
“with a lighter heart. For months she has received only warm 


praise for her courage in fighting through to life . . . cards 
and gifts and telegrams . . . and assurances that condemna- 
tions have been forgotten and she is loved by an enormous 
number of people . . . She has heard from those who prayed 


for her all over the world . . . and many of those who stood 


in the London streets outside the clinic waiting for the good 
word. (The day she was out of danger the police had to send 





around the “Black Maria” to clear the mobs.) ... At a “Thank you for being yourself, for pulling so hard. We're. a 
crucial time a fan’s letter helped save her life because it told all on your side.” We hereby transmit the message. And ~ 
her doctor of a rare drug that had saved her own. It was we're so sure that many other readers would love the same * 
promptly ordered and flown over . . . Even the Russians opportunity, that we’ve printed this greeting. You can cut Z 4 
offered to fly drugs and any needed medical equipment from it out and then paste it on a postcard. Let Liz know you're 3 
Moscow to London . . . And a Cleveland fan poured out her thinking of her. Address this message to her, P.O. Box 3453, - : 


heart in a letter to Photoplay begging us to tell Liz for her: Grand Central Sta., New York 17, N.Y. She'll get it! e 
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by george maharis 


as told to JANE ARDMORE 


| drive a Corvette with two four-barrel carburetors and four gear 
boxes...! sort of left home about sixteen... I’ve never married al- 
though it’s been close... and | love this “Route 66” that takes us to 
New Orleans and Kanab, the Grand Canyon, Virginia City, Squaw Valley, 
San Diego.... Everywhere there are girls, lovely girls with senses of 
humor, girls who like to laugh and like to dance and have sweet, 
natural smelling hair (| refuse to smell hair that’s hiding under six 
layers of spray), fresh faced girls with skin (Continued on page 78) 
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(Dleerets cf a movie stars 


5-page lesson on what I 
discovered from a famous 
Hollywood beauty expert—how to 
put glamour on your face... 





















“T’ve an early call for makeup tomorrow.” How many 
times I’d heard this from Debbie Reynolds and Sandra 
Dee. What does happen in a makeup session? I was 
curious, so I went one morning myself. Here, in these 
pictures, you can see it, exactly as it happened to me. 
And if you’re not so lucky, to be the editor of PHOTOPLAY 
and go to a studio or to Max Factor’s Salon in 
Hollywood, don’t give up. On the next three pages, 
you'll find step-by-step directions on how to give yourself 
a movie star’s makeup as I learned it. In the beginning, 
it takes forever (I know), but with practice, it’s true, 
you can get the makeup routine down to 15 minutes. As 
makeup expert Beau Hickman says: “Even if it does 7 oy 
take long in the beginning, it’s worth it.” But before you 

turn the page, let’s talk about what you’ll need for 

a complete Hollywood makeup kit. 






e head band e cleansing cream or lotion 
® soap e skin freshener or astringent 
® tissues e makeup base (liquid, stick 
e finishing powder or cake) 

e mascara (black) e rouge(cream, liquid ordry) 
e eyebrow tweezer e eyebrow pencil (brown or 
e lipstick black) 

e lipstick brush e eye shadow (blue, grey) 

¢ powder brush e eyebrow pencil sharpener 
® a mirror © a sponge or powder puff 


Remember, makeup is to make you more naturally 
pretty, and to look naturally prettier, your makeup 
should be applied as though you hadn’t any on. 

Now turn the page. 

































































amovte stars 


PREPARING FOR MAKEUP: The secret 
to a real professional-looking Hollywood 





makeup is to give care, patience and practice. 
Begin now, with cleansing. First, tie your hair 
back with a pretty band or gay night cap. Is 
your skin oily? Then wash your face clean 
with soap and water. If your skin is dry, use 
cleansing cream. Dab the cream on your neck 
and face, never rub. Whether soaping or cream- 
ing, always stroke upward and out. Do it gently. 
Feel a tingle? You should, for your skin is be- 
ing stimulated. Around the eyes, pat cream. 
Now cream your lashes to make sure all mas- 
cara has been removed. Tip: Use a baby’s swab 
stick for removing mascara around lashes. With 
tissue, remove cream from face, wiping up- 
ward and out (photograph 1) until no makeup 
remains. Now blot with cotton pad wet with 
cold water, or if your skin is oily, a freshener. 
MAKEUP BASE: This is important. A tinted 
base gives you a smooth natural tone all over. 
The trick: match the base color to your skin. 
Apply to nose, chin and cheeks, blending into 
hairline (photograph 2). Cover eyelids and lips, 
but don’t cover neck, just blend under chin 
shadow for natural look. If base seems heavy, 





gently pat away extra with fingers. Too oily, 
press a tissue against face (photograph 3). 
ROUGE AND POWDER: Many girls ask, 
“Why rouge?” For a becoming blush. Put three 
dots at the high point of your cheekbone (photo- 
graph 4), blend lightly toward ears. Don’t go 
near eyes or nose! Now apply finishing powder 
(it has no color but gives a finished look) all 
over—eyes and eye lashes, too. (Later, mascara 
over powder will make your lashes look thick- 
er.) Bend head down when patting under eyes 
so excess powder doesn’t catch in laugh lines. 





Let powder set, remove excess with brush 
(photograph 5). 
MOVIE STAR EYES: Needed, to look glam- 


orous, one sharply pointed eyebrow pencil, 














makeup routine 


a steady hand, practice. To line upper eyelid, 
look down into mirror (photograph 6). Hold 
skin taut at corner, draw narrow line close to 
edge of lashes. Begin at inner corner, continue 
slightly beyond outer edge, ending in an up- 
ward stroke (photograph 7). Lower lid now. 
Look straight into mirror. Pencil a dotted line 
along iower rim. Now apply eyeshadow. (Save 
bright shades for evenings.) Follow same line 
on upper lid as penciled in before, close to 
lashes. Soften by spreading color outward with 
a brush (photograph 8). Again: This takes 
practice. Last: Mascara. Look down into mirror, 
brush mascara on tips of lashes upwards (photo- 
graph 9). For evening, touch lower lashes 
lightly. Remove excess with dry brush. 

EYEBROWS: Be sure to choose a pencil 


color to match your hair. Brush brows upward 





for a thicker look and to remove excess powder. 
Now start at inner side (see shaping tips, page 
46), work out, shading upper line first. Use 
short, upward motions and keep to the natural 
curve of your brow. Careful, not too heavy! 
(Highest point of brow should be slightly off- 
center, toward outer edge.) Now, lightly smooth 
out pencil strokes with a clean brush. 

YOUR LIPS: Are your lips dry? Mouth 
relaxed? Now begin. First, take lipstick brush. 





Brace your little finger against your chin for 
support (see closeup page 43). Begin to out- 
line upper lip at peaks using the tip of your 
lipstick brush. (I use a brush with short, stiff 
bristles.) Then follow your natural lipline, mak- 
ing sure both sides balance. Now, draw the 
lower lip outline. When finished, upper and 
lower lips should meet at the corners (photo- 
graph 10). Next, fill in this outline with brush, 
using a lighter shade of lipstick. (Hollywood’s 
latest lip look: a dull, matte finish lipstick.) 
If lips are chapped, use a moisturizer first. Cau- 
tion: Never apply new lipstick over old. Now 
blot lips with tissue and you're finished. 

Please turn the page 


















































































Movie star tips for 


shaping your eyes and lips 


The first rule in shaping a good 
1 brow is caution with your 
of your nostril, point it straight upward 
(sketch 1). Where the tip touches 


the brow, begin tweezing the hairs here and 


tweezers. Place a pencil at the side 


over the middle of the bridge of your nose 
until clean. Repeat for other side. 


2 


(Remember this for penciling, too.) Tweeze 


Now, angle pencil (sketch 2) from 
your nose to the corner of your eye. 
Your eyebrow should end there. 


stray hairs along underside of brow only. 


> your eye (sketch 3), smile. Your 
lipstick line should reach to the pencil. 
4 nostril (sketch 4). These should 
be the two high points of your 


lipline. Not hard to do, was it? It’s how 
movie stars get their results! 


Next, shape a pleasant smile. Place 


a pencil in line with the center of 


Now line up a pencil with your 


“a guy doesn't mind waiting — 


to suit 
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One of the nicest things about get- 
ting in the swim this summer is 
there are so many suits to meet a 
guy’s moods, or a change of suit 
for a change of guy. Suits have 
moods, too. Therefore, if your guy 
thinks a girl should always be a 
lady, why, then, in the name of 
Neptune don’t you get a ladylike 
suit? Like the one worn here by 
Vicki Trickett, new Hollywood sen- 
sation hot off the campus of Omaha 
U. Her suit is sleek and black with 
almost no back. It’s by Sea 
Nymphs. But why wait till he tells 
you he loves a lady to dress like 
one? Decide today, and once you 
do, wonderful things and fellows 
are sure to follow the suit. Jewelry, 
Coro. Hat and bag, Kleinert’s. Pic- 
ture of Vicki and the Volkswagen 
taken at Santa Monica Beach, Calif. 
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Left: Though guys like different 
things about different girls, there’s 
one thing all agree on—that a girl 
always be feminine. Here Vicki is, 
in muted shades of mustard and 
blue with little skirt to wave in the 
breeze. Men are seldom at sea 
about a girl who looks like this, so 
see to it that you have some such 
seasuit. By RMR Juniors. Cap by 
Kleinert’s. Right: Most tried and 
true way to look like a good sport 
is in the classic tank suit—best 
thing that’s happened to figures 
since calculus, agree Joby Baker 
and Michael Callan. The suit 
evolved in the Twenties, hasn’t 
stopped going yet. Channels were 
swum in it, laurels won in it. Here, ° 
Vicki wears a wool model by 
Jantzen in madly colored stripes 
that know their way around. Cap 
by U. S. Rubber. Left: Malibu 
Beach. Right: Muscle Beach. 
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“Every guy has some sea wolf in him” 


Left: One reason why 
Vicki Trickett was dis- 
covered by Tab Hunter 
is because she’s a na- 
tural, easygoing and 
easy to be with. Here, 
she’s suited in a suit to 
think or swim in, catch 
men who belong to 
either school. By Cata- 
lina, with matching cap 
and jacket. 

Right: Most every guy 
takes to a girl who 
looks a little bold yet 
shy. Great eye catcher: 
Vicki’s modified bikini. 
It’s colored wildly to put 
it mildly. By Maiden- 
form. Scarf, Vera. Surf- 
riders Beach, Malibu. 


For more information, 


please turn to page 72. 
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ford hours. 


this girl roamed 





the city. No one 
knew who she was. 


\o one guessed her secret 


— including you...... If you 


could have done what she 


did. would you have dared? 


8 P.M. Tuesday the 30th. A dark-haired girl 
looked in the mirror. She murmured wearily, 
“This kid is sure tired!” She closed the office 
door behind her and sagged against it, waiting. 
8:02 A secretary who was her closest friend 
came out of another office door and they rode 


down together in....(Continued on page 83) 
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ALL PRICES PLUS TAK 


NEW COLORS 
THAT CAPTURED 
THE CONTINENT 


Roma Rose is a warm, rosy blush, lit with 
a radiant glow. Paree Pink is a light flirty 
pink with a sweet saucy tang. Flatter your- 
self with these Flame-Glo colors. Enjoy the 
Triple-Stay lipstick with the lustre-flame 
texture that stays smooth, stays moist, 
stays brilliant, keeps you kissable longer. 
Lipstick in gold finish swivel case, 39 
only Ve C 














YOU’RE A CELEBRITY 
For brilliantly beautiful nails get 
WITH Flame-Glo nail enamel match-ups 15¢, 
iridescent 20c. Flame-Glo lipstick also 
available in 29¢ and 69c sizes. At all 
convenient variety store cosmetic counters. 





Orne afternoon, at the Hollywood 
Orpheum Theater, a four-year-old boy 


wandered over to where his parents 
were rehearsing. “Please . . . please,” 
he begged. He tugged at his father’s 
sleeve and pointed toward the stage. 
His father understood; the boy 
wanted to go with them onto the big 
stage, in front of all the people. He 
started to laugh, but then he saw the 
serious look on the boy’s face. He 
looked down at his small son with 
those big innocent eyes and the curly 
hair, and he just couldn’t say no. 

That innocent afternoon was the 
beginning of one of Hollywood’s most 
tragic stories. 

The ending came forty-three years 
later, in 1961. (Continued on page 85) 
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Shortly after Judi Meredith’s secret marriage 
to Robert Westbrook became public, he sud- 
denly made strong accusations against her. 
He charged that Judi had told him, on their 
wedding day, that she could not be a wife to 
him. He said that she had married him for his 
money and had demanded $250,000 to “‘let 
him off the hook.” He further stated that he 
wouldn’t have married her if he’d known the 
truth about her past. Judi answered that she 


loved her husband and believed that he loved 





her. She says that they were very happy dur- 
ing the time they had lived together and that 
she had never asked for anything from him 
except his love. She stated that she believed 
their marriage would succeed if her husband 
were relieved of the pressures of outside influ- 
ences. The charges brought against Judi could 
ruin her reputation and her career, so PHOTO- 
PLAY decided to give her the opportunity to 
tell her side of the story. Before you judge 


her, please turn the page and read Judi’s story. 





60 


Judi Meredith, half-conseious through a haze of seda- 
tives, lay weakly against the pillow on the hospital bed. 


Her husband’s face swam fuzzily before her, like a not- 
very-good photograph out of focus. His voice cut through 
the ringing in her ears that, she thought, was due to the 
sedation. 

The things he was saying simply weren’t believable. 
They contrasted so strangely with the things he’d said 
when he’d begged her to marry him. 

Judi pressed a hand against her forehead and closed 
her eyes. 

“Maybe I’m still under anaesthetic,” she thought, “and 
when I wake up I'll know this was a nightmare. You 
dream funny things when you’re anaesthetized.” 

But, no, she remembered now, the operation was over. 
She was lying on a real hospital bed; the post-operative 
pain she felt was certainly real, and Robert and his words, 
unbelievably, were real, too. 

“When you get back to the apartment,” he was saying, 
“I won’t be there. I’m not ready for the responsibilities 
of marriage.” 

Judi, struggling to comprehend, reacted instinctively. 

“Robert,” she asked, “what have they been doing to 
you?” 

That was the only reasonable thought she could muster. 
Something had happened to Robert. 

“What have they been doing to you?” she cried again, 
this time gripped by»hysterics. “Robert. . . .” 

A doctor came hurrying at the sound of her cry and 
hustled Robert out of the room. 

“Young man,” he said, “what you do with your private 
life is your own business, but when you upset a girl who 
has just undergone a serious operation and who is my 
patient, it’s my business.” 

Judi watched her husband’s broad shoulders disappear 
into the hall, still scarcely convinced that he had spoken 
as he had or that he had meant what he said, 

This was her first hint that her brief marriage was in 
trouble. She didn’t suspect then just how bad the trouble 
would be. A short while later she learned from a news- 
paper that he was seeking annulment. “I don’t care what 
they do to me,” she told PHoTopLay two days before the 
court had set a conciliation hearing she requested in a 


last, desperate attempt to save her failing marriage. 








Suddenly, Judi’s dream come true turned into a nightmare. 


“I’m going to fight for what’s right,” she declared. 

“I may be ruined in this town, but I don’t care, if 
there’s a chance for reconciliation. I love Robert.” 

Judi’s name and picture have been blazoned across the 
Los Angeles and New York papers accompanied by 
charges against her attributed to Robert Machris West- 
brook, the boy whom she married on December 11th. 

She has received threatening telephone calls and been 
greeted with obscenities. 

She’s been accused of being a gold-digger and much 
worse, and the annulment suit is based on blistering 
allegations defaming her character. 

An attorney for her husband’s family had warned that 
he’d produce an imposing string of witnesses to blacken 
her name unless she abandoned her marriage without 
a protest. 

Robert, she is sure, is pawn to his family’s suggestions 
and feels that, for the sake of his future, he must be freed. 

“T didn’t really believe he’d be at the conciliation hear- 
ing,” she said, “because he’d been out of town ever since 
the first stories about the annulment appeared in the 
papers. If I could only have reached him before it was 
too late, before this had been so publicized that he couldn’t 














turn back, I thought—I hoped—we could still be happy.” 

But Robert did come to the conciliation hearing, where 
he announced that he had no desire to resume their 
marital relationship. Judi fled from the hearing in tears 
and collapsed in the arms of her attorney, Sidney Traxler 
of Beverly Hills. 

Judi, age 23, and Robert, age 21, were married in Las 
Vegas after a whirlwind courtship which, to her, was 
a miracle. 

“It was wonderful,” she says, “to have found someone 
who seemed to feel about things the way I do. We both 


wanted the same things (or I thought we did) ... a 
home away from show business . . . children . . . and 
each other. 


“We needed each other, because we each had the same 
feeling of insecurity in certain areas. Robert needed re- 
assurance that somebody wanted him for himself and 
loved him because of what he was and what he could 
be . . . not because of his money. And I needed somebody 
who wanted me for myself, not because I could introduce 
him to somebody or do him a favor. The feeling of being 
truly wanted was glorious. 

“T could have married before, but I didn’t, because I 
was waiting for the sort of marriage I thought Robert 
and I would have. A girl shouldn’t marry a man unless 
he’s said to her the things Robert said to me.” 

She and Robert were, in Judi’s words, “as happy and 
as close as two peas in a pod.” 

But two months after their marriage, while she was in 
the hospital undergoing surgery, Robert told her he was 
leaving the apartment they shared. 

The question all Judi’s friends are asking now is 
this: 

Why did she want him back, after the things Robert 
had said about her and the things he’d done? 

Judi has a simple answer. 

“I don’t think,” she says, “that Robert was responsible 
for what’s happened. He’d been rushed out of town, and 
I don’t believe he knew what had been said about me or 
what had been done to me. With proper counseling, I be- 
lieved he’d come back. 

“There isn’t a vicious bone in his body. I love him, and 
I’m sure he loved me. I was very good for him, too.” 


When Judi cares deeply for someone, she’s a sucker. 





She always has been. Once, while she was recovering 
from an appendectomy, she loaned an acquaintance her 
very last $500. She never saw the acquaintance or the 
money again. 

Marriage counselors agree that persons from happy 
home backgrounds have the best chance for happy mar- 
riages, and, if this is true, Judi had the odds on her side 
when she exchanged vows with Robert. 

She was reared in a home where her mother and father 
were devoted to each other and to their children. Her 
family is a pillar of propriety in Portland, Oregon, and 
family friends speak of her dotingly as “our little Judi.” 

Such a background instilled in Judi an ideal example 
of what home and marriage should be, and that example 
was her standard when she met Robert. 

“A friend introduced us,” she remembers. “I had 
heard her talk about Robert Westbrook for ages, but 
when she said she wanted me to meet him, I wasn’t partic- 
ularly interested. 

“However, one night, a bunch of us were eating spa- 
ghetti, and he was in the crowd. Before the evening was 
over, we had become quite friendly. 

“He’s just adorable, really, more than six feet tall 
and a genuinely sweet boy. 

“Soon after, 1 had a party, and he came. After that, 
we dated each other steadily.” 

Robert, Judi discovered, for all his wealth, was lonely 
and very unsure of himself. He had been orphaned 
through two airplane crashes some years apart, each 
claiming the life of a parent. His father died first, and 
Robert and his mother made their home with a grand- 
mother and an aunt. The boy grew up in a matriarchy, 

After his mother was killed and his grandmother died, 
his aunt married Peter Fairchild. Robert was then in the 
care of the Fairchilds. 

“I’ve never seen a person who needs love and under: 
standing more than Robert,” she says. “Oh, yes, I do feel 
motherly toward him, but I’ve felt motherly toward every 
man I’ve ever known. All men need mothering. 

“Before a man can act like the head of a house, a 
woman must let him know that he’s a real man. Do you 
understand? And that’s what Robert needs . . . someone 
to let him know how fine he truly is.” 


Robert begged Judi to marry (Continued on page 86) 
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Garbo, always as mysterious as the Sphinx and as elusive as 
a startled deer, was caught unaware as she walked along a 
Paris street—completely unrecognized by anybody except one 
alert photographer. The result is this set of pictures that 
are exclusive and rare, because Garbo is exclusive and rare. 
Camouflaged in the ordinary-looking style of so many millions 
of women, she can walk among them in Paris, or Rome, or New 
York—and be alone. Coat flung open to the breeze, long bob 
unwaved and the bangs almost in her eyes, she strides along 
in her comfortable flat shoes and swiftly window-shops as 
she passes by. You'd have to search behind the dark glasses 
for the legendary beauty that is Garbo. . .. Why does she want 
to be lost in the crowd? That’s the enigma—nobody knows be- 
cause she tells nobody, she gives no interviews. But soon after 
these pictures came to PHOTOPLAY, something else came that 
did much to explain some of the lasting mystery of this 


inscrutable star. It was a letter. It (Continued on page 74) 
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ANTHONY GEORGE was supposed to be the star, but 
everybody was talking about his “Checkmate” pal, Doug 
McClure. It seems his big smile really got them. And what 
about Tony? Tall, dark-haired and eligible, he’s been head- 
ing for this role since he was a kid in Endicott, New York, 
and his father took him to see his. first movie. And he’s 
great as a private-eye—nobody talked about it because it’s 
what they expected from Tony. Still, there’s something in- 
triguing about a man who seems to know women so well. 
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ADAM WADE has the oddest career 
switch of the year. One week he was 
a biochemist at Salk Hall, where he 
worked on the polio vaccine. Then 
he took a trip to New York with a 
friend who had some songs to sell. 
The week after, Adam was a pop 
singer. His first record, “Tell Her 
for Me,” was a hit and Cashbox and 
Billboard both named him “most 
promising singer of 1960.” At 24, he 
keeps the promise,.on hit after hit. 


DIRK BOGARDE brings back some- 
thing Ronald Colman started and 
Peter Lawford kept going—America’s 
love affair with British actors. Dirk’s 
already the number-one romantic idol 
at home, and “Song Without End” is 
helping to make that world-wide. He 
studied art as well as acting and two 
of his sketches of D-Day are in the 
British War Museum. The others went 
to America, but bachelor Dirk sticks 
close to his comfortable country home 
in Buckinghamshire, nearby London. 


JOHNNY BURNETTE sang “You're 
sixteen, you're beautiful and you're 
mine,” and what girl could help lis- 
tening—and looking. Johnny has wavy 
dark hair, smoky gray-blue eyes that 
crinkle when he smiles (often these 
days) and he gets his Southern charm 
from the same place as Elvis—Mem- 
phis country. In his past: he and 
Johnny Cash were partners, as door- 
to-door salesmen; he and his brother 
Dorsey were partners as singers and 
songwriters (of Rick Nelson’s hits). 
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GRANT WILLIAMS, a_ smooth, 
blondish he-man, surprised nobody 
in Hollywood—except possibly him- 
self. He’d only come to visit on 
“Hawaiian Eye,” when star Bob Con- 
rad and the studio were pouting. 
When they made up, Bob came home 
—and Grant lingered on, too. Why 
not? His six-foot-one looks great in 
a bathing suit. What’s surprising is 
that he had to be talked into it. A 
grand-nephew of the famous opera 
star, Mary Garden, he started acting 
in straw-hat theaters at twelve. But 
out of high school, he set to work as 
an accountant. Out of the army and 
Columbia University, he worked as 
a press agent for MCA—until one of 
the higher-ups convinced him he 
could make news instead of write it. 
Best news of all—he’s a bachelor. 
Watch for him in “Susan Slade.” 











what's Hollywood talking about... 
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ROBERT COLBERT has stepped into James Garner's cos- 
tume for “Maverick” and it fits well. Big and handsome—he’s 
6’2” and 195 pounds of dark-eyed, curly-haired man—he got 
the role because he closely resembles Garner. What he misses 
is that natural-born twinkle in Jim’s eyes, but he’s got other 
qualities—he’s a fine athlete who also writes poetry. Peo- 
ple are asking, will he put the pep back in “Maverick”? 


TONY YOUNG stars 
as Cord in “Gunsling- 
er,” the hottest new 
show on TV. He got 
there by being the 
bad guy in at least a 
dozen westerns. .. . 
He’s the son of an 
old-time actor, Carlton 
Young, but worked 
his way in lugging 
cartons for a super- 
market. Could do—he stands 63”, weighs 180. He wants 
to make a movie with his father, who’s famous for his 
clear speech. (Tony’d try not to mumble.) 
bachelor, lives in a Laurel Canyon house and, for fun, 
draws cartoons, surf-fishes, rides. He looks like he be- 


... He’sa 


longs in the great outdoors, but the girl could tame him. 
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DIANE McBAIN, the tall cool Grace anyone? ... She had never meant to be 
Kelly-type beauty of “Ice Palace,” will an actress. After Glendale High she 


surprise you in “Parrish.” She really 
catches fire. She’s clicked, too, as a reg- 
ular on “SurfSide 6.” Now everybody’s 
watching to see just how far talent and 
brains—plus 5’7” of blond curvy glam- 
our—will get a girl who only a few short 
years ago rode in Pasadena’s Tourna- 
ment of Roses with the unknowns. Her 
float won the Sweepstakes prize. Surprise. 


wanted college. To finance the deal she 
turned model. It opened a door. She 
hopes she can learn languages anyway 
for all the world-traveling she’s plan- 
ning. .. . She reads a lot. Anything she 
likes for the first fifty pages she'll stick 
with. She swims, rides a horse and water- 
skis, but she does not consider herself the 
athletic type. She doesn’t look it, either. 


NANA 


SHELLEY FABA- 
RES is the perfect 
seventeener. She a- 
dores rock ’n’ roll, 
bakes a toothy cake. 
Only difference be- 
tween her and other 
teens at Immaculate 
Heart High is that 
she’s Mary Stone on 
TV’s “Donna Reed” 
series. She’s also 
Nanette Fabray’s niece by a different spelling. 
She can hardly wait for January 19th to be 
eighteen and in line for the car her father and 
mother have promised her. . . . Very vital statis- 
tics: she’s a brown-eyed brunette, 5’3” tall, 
weighs all of a hundred pounds. She has an older 
sister who's called “Smokey,” also an actress. 
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PAUL BURKE had people 
wondering: Was he a TV 
jinx? They starred him in 
“Noah’s Ark” and that sank. 
So did “Harbor Master” and 
“Five Fingers.” On his fourth 
try, the New Orleans boy 
must have remembered that. 
after all, his father was a pro 
boxer. Paul pulled himself up 
to his full six feet, narrowed 
his blue eyes and fought 
back. And in “Naked City.” 
he’s a knockout. Born July 
21, 1926, he has a wife. 
Peggy, three children, three 
birds, a cat and a dog—and 
modern Palm 
Springs, California, for all. 
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get more out of life — 


go out to a 
movie 


with JANET GRAVES 


What’s on tonight? 
You’ve got to go out 
to see the best! Look for 
these new pictures 


at your favorite theater 


F 
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SATURDAY NIGHT AND 
SUNDAY MORNING 


Continental (Adult) 


wHo’s IN IT? Albert Finney. Shirley Anne 
Field, Rachel Roberts. 


WHAT'S IT ABOUT? Fenced-in life and rest- 





less loves of a young English factory 
worker. 
WHAT'S SPECIAL? Finney’s tough, exact per- 





formance as a guy everybody will recog- 
nize . . . Shirley Anne’s flip appeal 
dreary industrial-city vistas—and their 
effect on the citizens. 

WHAT'S THE VERDICT? Excitingly honest. 





though it’s hard to feel too sorry for the 
“hero.” What does he want? Has he got 
the stuff for any better life? 
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ONE-EYED JACKS 


Paramount; Vista-Vision, Technicolor (Adult) 


WHO’s IN IT? Marlon Brando, Karl Malden, 
Katy Jurado, Pina Pellicer. 

WHAT’s IT ABOUT? A bandit’s thirst for 
revenge on a double-crossing ex-pal who’s 
gone respectable. 

WHAT'S SPECIAL? Magnificent photography, 
dwelling on two natural wonders: the Mon- 
terey surf, the Brando face. 

WHAT'S THE VERDICT? It’s savage. bloody 
and beautiful—the first seashore western. 
New director Brando really knows what 
he’s doing, but we hope experience will 
teach him how to do it in less than two hours 
and twenty-one minutes. 
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ROMANOFF AND JULIET 


U-Il; Technicolor (Family) 


WHO's IN IT? Peter Ustinov, Sandra Dee, 
John Gavin, Akim Tamiroff. 

WHATS IT ABOUT? A hard-to-find (and 
hard to believe) little republic called Con- 


cordia which doesn’t want to accept aid 
from the United States or Russia. 


WHAT'S SPECIAL? The spoofing of inter- 
national relations Peter Ustinov’s 
polished wit . the tale of Romeo and 
Juliet done modern-style. 

WHATS THE VERDICT? Though it doesn’t 
rank with last year’s “The Mouse That 
Roared” as a political satire, it’s breezy, 
colorful—and different! 














THE ABSENT-MINDED PROFESSOR 


Buena Vista (Family) 


WHO's IN IT? Fred MacMurray, Keenan 





_ Wynn, Nancy Olson, Tommy Kirk. 


WHAT'S IT ABOUT? An amazing invention 
by an impractical prof who doesn’t care 
much about money. 

WHAT'S SPECIAL? Normal-sized basketball 
players win a game for once—thanks more 
to “flubber” .. . An ancient Model T Ford 
makes jet-age science look sick. 

WHAT’S THE VERDICT? Not quite as up- 
roarious as “The Shaggy Dog,” but it has 
the same happy. whimsical Walt Disney 
touch, plus a light love interest and a few 
neat digs at pompous people. 











MISTY 


20th; CinemaScope, De Luxe Color (Family) 


wWHo’s IN IT? David Ladd, Pam Smith. 
Arthur O’Connell, Anne Seymour. 

WHAT'S IT ABOUT? Two self-reliant orphans 
and a beloved pony, from the wild herd of 
Chincoteague Island, Virginia. 

WHAT'S SPECIAL? Glorious shots of freely 
galloping ponies, unspoiled shorelands . . . 
the engaging, natural manner of the two 
children. 

WHAT'S THE VERDICT? Pleasing movie ver- 
sion of a book that’s established as a juve- 
nile favorite. On-the-spot filming keeps it 
‘authentic, though the local! folks are pretty 
awkward at playing themselves. 
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THE YOUNG SAVAGES 
U.A. (Adult) 


WHO's IN IT? Burt Lancaster. Shelley Win- 
ters, Dina Merrill, Stanley Kristien. 
WHAT'S IT ABOUT? Politics, justice and per- 
sonalities clash in the trial that follows a 
New York street-gang killing. 

WHAT'S SPECIAL? The sickening reality of 
a tenement room where a Puerto Rican 
family lives trapped . . . general slum at- 
mosphere, towering over the characters in 
the story. 

WHAT'S THE VERDICT? This is sincerely in- 











tended, based on an actual murder case, 
but it over-colors already-horrible facts. 
And the j.d. girls look too sweet. 
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THE SECRET PARTNER 
M-G-M (Family) 


WHO’s IN IT? Stewart Granger, Haya Hara- 
reet, Bernard Lee, Conrad Phillips. 
WHAT’s IT ABOUT? Robbery of an office 





safe; the chief suspect’s fight to elude cops 
and clear himself. 
WHAT'S SPECIAL? Smooth plotting and slick 





acting 

surprise. 
WHAT'S THE VERDICT? When the British put 
their minds to it, they can certainly do a 
whodunit in style. Our guess was way off— 
see if you’re smarter at picking the guilty 
party. (There’s one giveaway clue, but it 
slipped past us.) 


a solution that’s a smashing 
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POSSE FROM HELL 


U-I, Eastman Color (Family) 


WHO's IN IT? Audie Murphy, John Saxon, 


Zohra Lampert, Vic Morrow, Robert Keith. 
WHAT'S IT ABOUT? Chasing a gang of killer- 











kidnappers, a new lawman reluctantly takes 
along oddly assorted deputies. 

WHAT'S SPECIAL? Fresh, interesting angle 
on the go-it-alone creed of Audie’s hero 
(and most movie westerners) . Johnny’s 
amusingly out-of-place appearance as a 
tenderfoot bank clerk, all duded up. 
WHAT’S THE VERDICT? Not a pretentious 








horse opera, but a brisk, entertaining one. 
There’s plenty of shooting, but a dash of 
good sense, too. 


’ 
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HIPPODROME 


Continental (Adult) 


WHo’s IN IT? Gerhard Riedmann, Mar- 
garet Nunke, Willy Birgel, Walter Giller. 
WHAT'S IT ABOUT? Professional rivalry and 








romantic intrigues among circus perform- 
ers in Austria. 
WHAT'S SPECIAL? 


The 


European circus life, different from the 
U.S. brand . . . genuinely impressive acts, 
from ferocious tigers and a charming clown 
to the strangest striptease! 

WHAT'S THE VERDICT? Gaudy but generally 
satisfying melodrama, with a real old- 
fashioned villain. In this show-biz back- 
ground, the corny bits seem at home. 


unusual flavor of 
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THE SECRET WAYS 
U-I (Adult) 


WHO's IN IT? Richard Widmark, Sonja Zie- 
mann, Walter Rilla, Senta Berger. 

WHAT’s IT ABOUT? An American adven- 
turer’s “strictly business” trip into Hun- 
gary, to find an anti-Red leader. 

WHAT’S SPECIAL? Not much of anything. 
Those wet, cobblestoned, forever-empty 
night-time streets in Europe used to seem 
delightfully creepy, but we’ve been chased 
down them too often. 

WHAT’S THE VERDICT? Routine spy thriller 
that never unscrambles its confusion. Actor 
Widmark gets no break from producer Wid- 
mark or scenarist Mrs. W. 
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OPERATION EICHMANN 


Allied Artists (Adult) 


WHO’s IN IT? Werner Klemperer, Donald 


Buka, Ruta Lee, Barbara Turner. 
WHAT'S IT ABOUT? Fictionized account of 








the mass-murderer’s career; parallel story 
of a Jewish boy who escaped death and 
tracked the Nazi down. 
WHAT'S SPECIAL? The Nazis’ chilling at- 
tempt at factory-like efficiency in genocide 
... convincing work by Ruta Lee—in a fic- 
tional role (Eichmann’s girl). 
WHAT'S THE VERDICT? Rather shallow treat- 
ment of a deadly serious subject. It doesn’t 
manage to get inside the characters—but 
can an Eichmann be explained? 

(Please turn the page) 
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GO NAKED IN THE WORLD 


M-G-M; CinemaScope, Metrocolor (Adult) 


wHo’s IN It? Anthony Franciosa, Gina 





Lollobrigida, Ernest Borgnine. 
WHAT’s IT ABOUT? Love affair of a rich 








man’s son and a beauty whose profession 
is no help to true romance. 

WHAT’s spEcIAL? The lovely harbor of 
Acapulco, Mexico... and... well, all the 
actors go through their paces with a straight 
face. That’s quite a trick! 

WHATS THE veERDICT? Next week—‘Ca- 
7 








mille”! Poor Ernest and poor Gina ac- 


tually have to do the scene about the out- 
raged father and the noble prostitute. May- 
be it’s better in costume, Garbo style. 


TWO LOVES 


M-G-M; CinemaScope (Adult) 


wHo’s IN IT? Shirley MacLaine, Jack 
Hawkins, Laurence Harvey, Nobu Mc- 
Carthy. 

WHAT’s It ABOUT? A fine (if unconven- 








tional) schoolteacher in New Zealand and 
two men who invade her spinster life. 
WHAT’S spEcIAL? That remarkable girl 
Shirley! She goes dramatic so splendidly 
you forget the funny MacLaine .. . Lau- 
rence’s best role since “Room at the Top” 
. unique Down Under locales (real). 

WHAT’S THE VERDICT? Just happened that 
we saved the best till last! This is a 
thoughtful, warmly understanding story, 
well-rounded, grownup in outlook. 











For fuller reviews see PuHotoptay for the 
months indicated. For full reviews this month, 
see page 66. (A—ADULT F—FAMILY). 


ALAMO, THE—U.A.: Technicolor, Todd-AO: 
Producer-director-star John Wayne turns a 
frontier legend into an epic as hulking and 
likable as his screen self. He’s Crockett; Wid- 
mark is Bowie; Frankie Avalon sturdily tries 
to hold the fort, too. (F) January 


ALL IN A NIGHT’S WORK—Paramount; 
Technicolor: All-in-fun frolic that puts a virtu- 
ous office girl (Shirley MacLaine) and her 
playboy boss (Dean Martin) through double- 
meaning paces. (A) May 


BREATHLESS—Films Around the World: 
Jean Seberg’s finally at ease, as a beat-type 
American girl snared in a Paris love affair with 
a young hoodlum (sexy Jean-Paul Belmondo). 
Fast, intriguing. (A) April 


CIMARRON-—M-G-M; CinemaScope, Metro- 
color: With Glenn Ford and Maria Schell as a 
loving but mismatched pioneer couple, this 
Oklahoma cavalcade hits touching and spectacu- 
lar moments as it wanders through the years. 


(F) April 


CIRCLE OF DECEPTION—20th; Cinema- 
Scope: Tricky plot, but too much gore as Brad- 
ford Dillman carries out a strange spy mission 
in Occupied France. (A) May 


CRY FOR HAPPY—Columbia; CinemaScope, 
Eastman Color: A slightly naughty, fairly fun- 
ny service yarn puts Glenn Ford and Donald 
O’Connor into Navy uniform to goof off and 
chase geishas in Japan. (A) April 


EXODUS—U.A.; Super-Panavision 70, Techni- 
color: Stirring saga of patriotism, with Paul 
Newman as the Israeli hero, Eva Marie Saint as 
the American heroine, Sal Mineo and Jill Ha- 
worth as unforgettable teenagers who escaped 
the Nazis. (A) February 


GOLD OF THE SEVEN SAINTS—Warners; 
WarnerScope: Tough, businesslike western. 
Can goldminers Clint Walker, Roger Moore 
guard their wealth against bandits? (A) May 


GORGO—M-G-M; Technicolor: Nice meeting 
our old pal the prehistoric monster again! Have 
some shivers when money-mad Bill Travers 
takes the critter to London. (F) May 


GREAT IMPOSTOR, THE—U-I: Deliciously 
different comedy gives Tony Curtis plenty of 
room to swing as he relives the impossible (but 
real) life of Ferdinand Demara, man of many 
identities. (F) March 


HOME IS THE HERO—Showcorporation: 
Good, solid theater from Ireland. Arthur Ken- 
nedy keeps pace with the Abbey Players, as 
one of a family that builds a new life while the 
father is in jail. (A) April 


HOODLUM PRIEST, THE—U.A.: Fact-based 
and earnestly well-meant, this remains a cops- 
and-robbers thriller. As a slum-born priest, Don 
Murray tries to save young ex-con Keir Dullea 
from more crime. (A) May 


KING AND I, THE—20th; Grandeur 70, De 


Luxe Color: A new wide-screen process gives 


us an even better look at Yul Brynner’s Oscar- 
winner—and Deborah Kerr. Exquisite musical 
(though Thailanders say it twists their his- 
tory). (F) September °56 


MILLIONAIRESS, THE—20th; CinemaScope. 
De Luxe Color: Will you settle for an amusing 
Peter Sellers performance and a Balmain fash- 
ion show by Sophia Loren? The G. B. Shaw 
plot is pretty silly. (F) May 


MISFITS, THE—U.A.: A splendid exit for 
Clark Gable, at his best with Marilyn Monroe 
and Montgomery Clift, in a vigorous drama of 
divorcees and drifters in Nevada. Writer 
Arthur Miller and director John Huston rate 
applause, too. (A) April 


ONE HUNDRED AND ONE DALMATIANS 

Buena Vista; Technicolor: Charming Disney 
cartoon dances through London and country- 
side scenes while two Dalmatians save their 
puppies from evil dog-nappers. (F) Mareh 


PEPE—-Columbia; CinemaScope, Technicolor: 
Wonderful Cantinflas offers fun in jumbo help- 
ings, with Dan Dailey, Shirley Jones, loads of 
“guest” stars sharing the wistful Mexican’s 
Hollywood adventure. (F) Mareh 


QUESTION 7—de Rochemont: Quietly real- 
istic story of a preacher (Michael Gwynn) and 
his teen-aged son (Christian de Bresson) facing 
East German tyranny. (F) May 


RAISIN IN THE SUN, A—Columbia: Fine 
though stagey closeup of a hardworking Negro 
family in Chicago. As wife of rebellious Sidney 
Poitier, Ruby Dee supplies a lot of the film’s 
great vitality. (A) May 


SANCTUARY—20th; CinemaScope: Lee Rem- 
ick tries to make sense of a Southern flirt who's 
as mixed up as the movie. Yves Montand dec- 
orates the shocker scenes; Odetta improves the 
inspirational stuff. (A) May 


SHADOWS—Lion International: Survey of 
problems confronting young Negroes in New 
York is visually fascinating, dramatically un- 
even. Players (led by Lelia Goldoni) made up 
the lines as they went along! (A) May 


SINS OF RACHEL CADE, THE—Warners; 
Technicolor: Angie Dickinson is warmly sym- 
pathetic as a medical missionary in a drama of 
Africa. Timely, thoughtful, in spite of soap- 
opera, jungle-epic echoes. (A) May 


SPARTACUS—U-I; Technicolor, Super Tech- 
nirama 70: Powerful, intelligently made saga 
of ancient Rome. Jean Simmons, Tony Curtis 
join leader Kirk Douglas in a slave rebellion 
against the corrupt empire symbolized by 
Laurence Olivier. (A) January 


UNDERWORLD, U.S.A.—Columbia: Okay for 
moviegoers who are satisfied with just plenty 
of shooting and bashing. Cliff Robertson's a 
crook out to smash “the syndicate” for purely 
personal reasons. (A) April 


YOUNG ONE, THE—Valiant: Haunting at- 
mosphere and a nice performance by Key 
Meersman, as a backwoods girl in her early 
teens, highlight a story of struggle on a lonely 
Southern island, also involving Zachary Scott. 
Bernie Hamilton. (A) April 
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OF CURRENT PICTURES 


ABSENT-MINDEDPROFESSOR,1T HE—Buena 
Vista. Directed by Robert Stevenson: Ned Bratu- 
ard, Fred MacMurray; Betsy Carlisle, Nancy 
Olson; Alonzo Hawk, Keenan Wynn; Biff Hawk, 
Tommy Kirk; Kelly, Forrest Lewis; Hanson, 
James Westerfield; Fire Chief, Ed Wynn. 


GO NAKED IN THE WORLD—M-G-M. Di 
rected by Ranald MacDougall: Giuletta Cam 
cron, Gina Lollobrigida; Nick Stratton, Anthony 
Franciosa; Pete Stratton, Ernest Borgnine; 
Yvonne Stratton, Luana Patten; Mary Stratton, 
Nancy R. Pollock; Argus Diavolos, Will Kuluva; 
Josh Kebner, Philip Ober; Cobby, John Kellogg; 
Mary Stratton, Nancy R. Pollock; Diana, Tracey 
Roberts; Charles Stacy, Yale Wexler; Parkson, 
Rodney Bell; Rupert, John Gallaudet; Jack, Chet 
Stratton; Girl, Maggie Pierce, Boy, Bill Smith. 


HIPPODROME—Continental. Directed by Ar- 
thur Maria Rabenalt: Ruda, Gerhard Riedmann; 
Beatrice, Margit Nunke; Cameron, Willy Birgel; 
Marianne, Mady Rahl; Dody, Walter Giller; 
Willi, Massimo Giuliani: Car! de Vries, Gustav 
Knuth; Anita, Sigrid Marquardt; Olga, Gretl 
Schorg; John, Fred Bertelmann; Lanzheim, Heinz 
Moog; Riley, Leopold Hainisch. 


MIST Y—20th. Directed by James B. Clark: Pau/ 
Beebe, David Ladd; Grandpa, Arthur O’Con 
nell; Maureen, Pam Smith; Grandma, Anne Sey- 
mour; Eba Jones, Duke Farley. 


ONE-EYED JACKS—Paramount. Directed by 
Marlon Brando: Rio, Marlon Brando; Dad Long- 
worth, Karl Malden; Lowtsa, Pina Pellicer; 
Maria, Katy Jurado; Bob Amory, Ben Johnson; 
Lon, Slim Pickens; Modesto, Larry Duran; 
Harvey, Sam Gilman; Howard Tetley, Timothy 
Carey; Redhead, Miriam Colon; Bank Teller, 
Elisha Cook; Leader of the Rurales, Rudolph 
Acosta; Bartender, Ray Teal; Bearded Towius- 


man, John Dierkes; Flamenco Dancer, Margarita 
Cordova; Doc, Hank Worden; Margarita, Nina 
Martinez. 






OPERATION EICHMANN—Alilied Artists. Di- 
rected by R. G. Springsteen: Adolf Eichmann, 
Werner Klemperer; Anna Kemp, Ruta Lee; 
David, Donald Buka; Sara, Barbara Turner; 
Rudolf Hoess, John Banner; Frau Hoess, Hanna 
Landy; Kurt Kessner, Lester Fletcher; Jacob, 
Steve Gravers; David as a boy, Jim Baird; Sara 
as a girl, Debbie Cannon; Jacob as a boy, Jackie 
Russo; Lopez, Paul Thierry; Sanchez, Rudolfo 
Hoyos Jr.; Urt Goldmann, Norbert Schiller; Hein 
rich Himmler, Luis Van Rooten; Chief of Police, 
Oscar Beregi Jr.; Felsner, Theodore Marcuse; 
Rostich, Otto Reichow; Driver, Walter Linden; 
Hans, Hans Hermann; Klaus, Hans Gudegast; 
Ben, Robert Christopher, Cafe Singer, Carla 
lucerne. 


POSSE FROM HELL—vU-1. Directed by Her- 
bert Coleman: Banner Cole, Audie Murphy; 
Seymour Kern, John Saxon; Helen Caldwell, 
Zohra Lampert; Crip, Vic Morrow; Capt. Brown, 
Robert Keith; Marshal Webb, Ward Ramsey; 
Johnny Caddo, Rudolph Acosta; Unele Billy, 
Royal Dano; Benson, James Bell; Leo, Lee Van 
Cleef; Larson, Ray Teal; Burt Hogan, Frank 
Overton; Jack Wiley, Paul Carr; Dr. Welles, 
Forrest Lewis; Hash, Charles Horvath; Russell, 
Harry Lauter; Chunk, Henry Wills; Luke Gor- 
man, Stuart Randall; Burl Hogan, Alan Lane. 


ROMANOFF AND JULIET—U-1. Directed by 
Peter Ustinov: The General, Peter Ustinov; 
Julict Moulsworth, Sandra Dee; Igor Romanoff, 
John Gavin; Vadim Romanoff, Akim Tamiroff; 
Evdokia Romanoff, Tamara Shayne; Hoopes 
Moulsworth, John Phillips; Beulah Moulsworth, 
Alix Talton; Marfa, Suzanne Cloutier; Freddie, 
Rik von Nutter. 


SATURDAY NIGHT AND SUNDAY MORN- 
!NG-—-Continental. Directed by Karel Reisz: Ar 
thur, Albert Finney; Doreen, Shirley Anne Field; 
Brenda, Rachel Roberts; Aunt Ada, Hylda 
Baker; Bert, Norman Rossington; Jack, Bryan 
Pringle; Robboe, Kobert Cawdron; Mrs. Bull, 
Edna Morris; Mrs. Seaton, Elsie Wagstaffe; Mr. 
Seaton, Frank Pettitt; Woman, Avis Bunnage; 
Loudmouth, Colin Blakeley; Doreen’s mother, 
Irene Richmond; Betty, Louise Dunn; Civil De- 
fense Officer, Anne Blake; Drunk, Peter Madden; 





















Mr. Bull, 
Williamson. 





Cameron Hall; Policeman, Alister 







SECRET PARTNER, THE—M-G-M. Directed 
by Basil Dearden: John Brent, Stewart Granger; 
Nicole, Haya Harareet; Det. Supt. Hanbury, 
Bernard Lee; Charles Standish, Hugh Burden; 
Det. Insp. Henderson, Lee Montague; Helen 
Standish, Melissa Stribling; Alan Richford, Con- 
rad Phillips; Clive Lang, John Lee; Ralph Bel- 
don, Norman Bird; Strakarios, Peter Illing; Lyle, 
Basil Dignam; Brinton, William Fox; Vickers, 
George Tovey; Dock Foreman, Sydney Vivian; 
Man, Paul Stassino; Girl, Colette Wilde; Hotel 
keeper, Willoughby Goddard; McLaren, Peter 
Welch; Secretary, Joy Wood; Dentist’s Recep- 
tionist, Dorothy Gordon. 


SECRET WAYS, THE—U.1. Directed by Phil 
Karlson: Michael Reynolds, Richard Widmark; 
Julia, Sonja Ziemann; Count, Charles Regnier; 
Jansct, Walter Rilla; Col. Hidas, Howard Ver- 
non; Elsa, Senta Berger; Hermann Sheffer, 
Hubert von Meyerinck; Mintster Sakenov, Heinz 
Moog; Fat Man, Osker Wegrostek; Border Offi- 
cial, Stefan Schnabel; Olga, Elisabeth Newman- 
Viertel; Janos, Helmuth Janatsch; Jon Bain- 
bridge, John Horsley; Peter, Walter Wilz; Spe- 
cial Agent, Raoul Retzer; Language Professor, 
Georg Kovary; Sandor, Adi Berber; The Com- 
mandant, Jochen Brockmann; Waitress, Brigitte 
Brunmuller; The Count’s Men, Reinhard Kollde- 
hoff, Rudolf Rosner. 


TWO LOVES—M-G-M. Directed by Charles 
Walters: Auna, Shirley MacLaine; Paul, Lau 
rence Harvey; Abercrombie, Jack Hawkins; The 
Chief, Juano Hernandez; Mrs. Cutter, Norah 
Howard; Whareparito, Nobu McCarthy; Mark 
Cutter, Neil Wodward; Seven, Alan Roberts; 
Hinawaka, Lisa Sitjar; Matawhero, Edmund 
Vargas; Headmaster Reardon, Ronald Long. 


YOUNG SAVAGES, THE—U.A. Directed by 
John Frankenheimer: Hank Bell, Burt Lan- 
caster; Karin Bell, Dina Merrill; Mary Di Pace, 
Shelley Winters; Dan Cole, Edward Andrews: 
Mrs. Escalante, Vivian Nathan; Randolph, Larry 
Gates; Lt. Richard Gunnison, Telly Savalas; 
Loutsa Escalante, Pilar Seurat; Angela Rugiello, 
Jody Fair; Jenny Bell, Roberta Shore; Danny 
Di Pace, Stanley Kristien; Arthur Reardon, nae 
Davis Chandler; Anthony Aposto, Neil Nephew; 
Zorro, Luis Arroyo; Roberto Escalante, Jose 
Perez. 
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DIANE VARSI 


ee 
the mystery 


that still haunts 
Hollywood 


The whisper flew through Hollywood. “She’s in town.” 
From the baffled way they whispered it, they could 
only mean Diane Varsi. Two years after she turned her 
back on Hollywood, they said she was here on a secret 
visit. No one knew why. No one ever knew about Diane. 
Today she spends her time writing poetry and studying. 
Her friends say she’s on the brink of poverty. She and 
her son Shawn live in San Mateo, California, in a con- 
verted office without bathroom, kitchen or phone. It 
seems more a camping place than a home, as if Diane 
—still searching, still a mystery to herself as well as to 
Hollywood—isn’t ready to settle here either. THe ENp 











THE GIRL HE 
DIDN’T MARRY 


Continued from page 21 


Christmas. A friendship ring that meant 
much more; meant that she was mine. 

Then fate and fortune turned the other 
cheek. I felt that after doing several TV 
shows, I was getting nowhere again. | 
asked for my release from the series, and 
obtained it. Furthermore, I withdrew from 
the Pinky Baldwin singers. It was okay to 
play in Hollywood or even Las Vegas, 
but then offers began to come in from 
other places. I figured I had devoted four 
years to making it in the movie capital, 
and I was determined to stick it out. And 
I’m determined not to disappoint all those 
who’ve had faith in me. And that goes for 
Connie as well. 

“Connie and I aren’t finished,” I repeat 
to myself. Frankly though, I can see no 
future in continuing our love. She has her 
career. | have mine yet to establish. 

I still love her. How do you fall out of 
love with someone like Connie? Our first 
meeting at my agent’s home still remains 
vivid in my mind. I was expecting a “movie 
star” and then Connie came in wearing a 
cotton dress, and her hair was tied in a 
ponytail. I swear she looked like she 
was only _nine-years-old. 

My shock wore off moments later when 
her bubbling personality took charge. I 
was captivated. I couldn’t keep my eyes 
off her. 








This was in 1957. The ensuing years 
have been good to Connie; I’m still strug- 
gling. Don’t get me wrong. Connie made 
her breaks. Tedious hours were ypent per- 
fecting herself. She made sacrifices. I re- 
spect her for becoming a star strictly on 
her own merits. 

My career has been like a jigsaw puzzle 
with the final piece beyond my reach. I’m 
awaiting that one big break and I’m con- 
fident it will come. 

I remember making the rounds of the 
studios with my agent after my first movie. 

“You look too young for the part,” a 
producer would say. “Your hair is too 
light. We need a dark type.” 

All this time, Connie gave me confidence 
in myself and hope for the future. 

I have resolved myself not to hold any 
false hopes for our future. Obviously, there 
is no guarantee as to what will happen 
to my career. Connie and I are in different 
worlds today. This is why I believe the 
romance is at a stalemate. Where can we 
go from here? So perhaps it would be 
best if we called it quits. I leave that to her. 

Certainly, I hold no regrets. The years 
with Connie have been too wonderful. 

I haven’t been able to even force myself 
to go out with other girls—with one ex- 
ception. She is Shari Sheeley. Shari is a 
close friend and a very understanding one. 
She is a wonderful person and such a 
creative talent. She has written some songs 
for me and one of them, “Next Time,” I 
know will be a smash hit. Our dates are 
strictly platonic. Shari knows [’m in love 
and hasn’t given up hope that some day 
Connie and | will be married. 

Connie, I understand, is dating others 
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A NORWICH PROOUCT 


What a blessing to be able to trust 
in the wonderful germicidal protec- 
tion Norforms can give you. Nor- 
forms have a highly perfected new 
formula that releases antiseptic 
and germicidal ingredients with 
long-lasting action. The exclusive 
new base melts at body tempera- 
ture, forming a powerful protec- 
tive film that guards (but will not 


And Norforms’ deodorant protec- 
tion has been tested in a hospital 
clinic and found to be more effec- 








now. Frankly, she has always gone out, 
even during the time we were so close 
to marriage. Mainly because she likes to 
have fun. She’s funny that way. If she likes 
a person, she enjoys his company strictly 
on a date basis. I was jealous of this at 
first. | soon found I better make up my 
mind to live with it. She’s very independent, 
one reason why I fell in love with her. 
Besides dating, being seen in the right 
places with the right people is part of the 
demands of a motion picture career. 

Perhaps one day we may resolve the 
situation. Several times in the past we 
thought it best to part, and we did; always 
to reconcile. Maybe this time the stalemate 
can’t be reconciled. I don’t know. I do 
know I plan to make a name in show busi- 
ness. I have too much at stake to give up. 

My first marriage failed probably be- 
cause I had this determination. I married 
right out of high school, and my wife 
couldn’t understand why | wanted bigger 
things out of life. I had a job as a machin- 
ist, and that was fine with her. The battles 
ensued until it was unfair to our three 
boys to live under constant bickering and 
tension. I’m very happy for my former 
wife, who has married a man who loves 
her and the boys very much. 

Connie and [| still see each other, if only 
occasionally. 

We both have full lives ahead of us. 
Only time will tell if one day Ik be in a 
position to ask Connie Stevens again to be 


Mrs. Gary Clarke. THe ENp 


See Connie in “Susan Slade” and “Par- 
rish,” for Warners. She’s also on ABC-TV’s 
“Hawaiian Eye.” Mondays, 9 P.M. EDT. 
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HAPPY ENDING 


Continued from page 31 


seem from all that dating. People said 
that he’d like to get off the hook—but 
didn’t quite know how to do it. 

When we saw George, which was after 
Susan had already left, he himself was 
packing to go back to Hollywood. His 
mother, who was sitting on the sun- 
splashed patio just outside his room, was 
saying that there had been something so 
special about having George home this 
time. And not the least of it, she felt, had 
been Susan’s visit. 

“Mom?” It was George calling for help 
again. “Have you seen my reflector?” The 
glamorous Anne Stevens Potter Hamilton 
Hunt Spalding got up from the black and 
white chaise lounge, a slim, elegant figure 
in black pique with her coal-black hair 
severely drawn back into a chignon. She 
walked across the patio into his room. 

Photographs lined the walls. There was 


one of her with Rock Hudson, another with * 


Mae Murray and Franchot Tone. But none 
of George. He joked about that and said 
that one day he was going to put up his 
own picture. 

Anne looked round at the confusion of 
coats, neckties and the collapsible exer- 
cise bar her son carried when he traveled 
on location and lived in hotels. 

Unerringly, she scooped up a handful of 
shirts and found the reflector. 

“ll say this for you,” she said, “if 
you marry, you're going to need fifteen 
people around to pick up after you.” 

George was barefoot and wearing white 
shorts and a white monogrammed T-shirt. 
He sat down on the cluttered bed. 

“And all I have to say,” he answered, 
“is the studio sent me home to put on 
weight, and what happens? I lose five 
pounds on your cooking.” 

It was an old joke—but all their own. 
Glamorous Anne Spalding is famous for 
making “best-dressed women” lists, but not 
for her cooking. In the hectic time since 
George began his quick climb to popular- 
ity, she has often kept house for him in 
Beverly Hills, even gone along on location. 
But she’s still far from being at home in 
a kitchen. 

Neither is black-eyed Susan. During her 
visit, more often than not it had been 
George who fixed the late snacks when 
the houseman was off duty. But in the 
mornings, Mrs. Spalding told us, Susan 
had sometimes come down from her second 
floor bedroom, approached by a winding 
staircase from the patio, and played at 
making breakfast. She’d been painstak- 
ingly careful about preparing the toast 
and coffee. And she always remembered 
exactly how much cream and sugar George 


liked. 


She attracted attention 


She was a pleasant guest. She enjoyed 
going marketing and on household errands 
with George’s mother. And when she met 
the family’s friends, she was always gra- 
cious about looking at photographs of this 
one’s baby and hearing about that one’s 
grandchild. His mother remarked that 
wherever Susan went, she attracted at- 
tention—not by working at it—but by her 






beauty, femininity aad genuine interest. 
“IT don’t know when I’ve met a girl I 
liked as much,” she said. And George, talk- 
ing long distance to a friend, reported, 
“Susan has taken Palm Beach by storm.” 

But at no time during the month-long 
visit was Susan introduced as the girl 
George will marry. He made it clear that 
the day he and his bride-to-be, whoever 
she may be, are ready to make their plans 
known—that’s when he’ll answer questions 
on the subject. And in Hollywood people 
were remembering that more than a year 
ago he had said, “I like Susan better than 
any girl I know, but I don’t intend to get 
married until my career is further along.” 
Meanwhile the two young people en- 





HOW TO SUIT HIM 
Continued from page 51 


The fashions shown on pages 47 through 51 
are available at the stores listed below, or 
write manufacturer for the store nearest you. 
Mostly, they're at better stores everywhere. 


Sea Nymph swimsuit 


NEW YORK, Nz ¥...ccccccccccee oaks S4th 
PHILADELPHIA, PA.......John Wanamaker 
SAN ANTONIO, TEXAS.......... Frank Bros. 


or write: Sea Nymph 
1410 Broadway, New York, N. Y. 


Rose Marie Reid, Jr. swimsuit 


SO ee J. P. Allen 
EVANSVILLE, IND.......cccccee. De Jong’s 
PORT WORTH, TEX... .. 000000000 Meacham’s 
MW DU, Me Ciccsesces Best & Company 


or write: Rose Marie Reid, Jr. 


5200 West Century Blvd., L. A. 45, Calif. 
Jantzen swimsuit 


I OS cc kin ce encenenuaainn Rich’s 
BUFFALO, N. Y. Adam Meldrum & Anderson 
CUICABG. Sikas ccceccs Carson, Pirie Scott 
CLEVELAND, OHIO....The Higbee Company 
DENVER, COLO..........- Denver Dry Goods 
fa re Bloomingdale’s 


or write Jantzen, Inc. 


485 Fifth Ave., New York, N. Y. 
Catalina swimsuit 


SORTON, WAiccccccseccce, Jordan Marsh 
COBEAEO. Mili os kcccasc Carson, Pirie Scott 
ES ee W. A. Green Co. 
LOS ANGELES, CALIF.....May Co., all stores 
ee Oe Wis awesctecsbeaankeus Macy’s 
OF, BOUU, Mik. cc cc cweeces Famous & Barr 
WASHINGTON, D.C........... The Hecht Co. 


or write, Catalina, Inc. 
433 South San Pedro St., L. A. 13, Calif. 


Maidenform swimsuit 
LOS ANGELES, CALIF.....May Co., all stores 
WENO. PEA... 6s cs cds Blackton Fifth Avenue 
NEW YORK, N. Y.....Blackton Fifth Avenue 
all stores 
or write: Maidenform, Inc. 


1407 Broadway, New York, N. Y. 
U.S. Rubber swimcap 


KANGAS CITY, MO.......+ The Jones Store 
NI, Hs Bish viv inecaenn Hahne & Co. 
PHILADELPHIA, PA... iccocceccccce Gimbel’s 
WASHINGTON, D.C.........0000. Lansburgh’s 


or write: U. S. Rubber Co. 
1230 Avenue of the Americas, N. Y., N. Y. 


Kleinert’s swimcap 

ae WO. Uh. Waa vencevanuu Bloomingdale's 

se ne Famous & Barr 
for Kleinert’s beach hat and bag 
write: I. B. Kleinert Rubber Co. 
485 Fifth Avenue, New York, N. Y. 


Watch for Vicki Trickett, Mickey Callan and 
Joby Baker in “Gidget Goes Hawaiian” (Col.) 











joyed a dream month in which they were 
very close. They rode around in George’s 
dark red Alfa-Romeo with the top down, 
drinking in the soft, sub-tropical air. 
George is very good at tennis, and they 
played so often that Susan got good. They 
went to swimming parties, tea dances, 
formal dinners and cocktail parties. 

There’s a litthke game that Susan and 
George play at parties. If he can’t remem- 
ber somebody’s name in order to introduce 
her, she comes forward, stretches out her 
hand cordially and says, “I’m Susan 
Kohner.” If she’s the one who’s stuck for 
a name, George does the same for her. 
They do it so smoothly that only people 
who’ve seen them together often are aware 
of their little trick. And the amazing thing 
is that they do it without signals. Without 
any signs, each is aware of the other’s need. 

It’s because they’re so much alike, say 
some. Friends point out that Susan’s a per- 
fect lady and George’s manners are just 
as smooth. You can always count on George 
to do the graceful, courteous thing, they 
say. Same with Susan—and it’s one of the 
things he appreciates about her. 

Others argue that they're not one bit 
alike. They might both come from prom- 
inent families, but their backgrounds are 
different as day from night. So are they. 


Both sides of the story 


There’s a lot to be said for both sides, 
and from Mrs. Spalding we learned a 
great deal about George that we never 
knew before. 

When Susan was twelve and just begin- 
ning to develop her personality, George was 
living in a fashionable section of New 
York, and sharing in his mother’s sophis- 
ticated life. He would telephone her dur- 
ing his lunch hour in school and pretend 
to be one of her admirers. One day he 
would be Spanish, the next day French. 

That was George—a flair for excitement 
and romance even at twelve. He could mix 
a dry martini with the lemon peel twisted 
just right when he was thirteen, though 
he didn’t drink then. At the age when 
most boys monopolize dinner conversation 
with talk of their baseball team or their 
first dance, George sat back and listened 
to talk of gay adult parties and dances. 

When he was living in Boston (one of 
his stepfathers was a Boston stockbroker), 
he and his two brothers helped his mother 
fill five hundred Christmas stockings for 
underprivileged children. “The boys got 
so carried away they began throwing their 
own favorite toys into the stockings,” Mrs. 
Spalding recalls. 

But the toys wouldn't be missed; there 
were always new ones, new games, any- 
thing they wanted—those were the good 
times. And when bad times came along. 
George never worried. Somehow, things 
worked out when his mother married 
again, there was a new round of parties, 
new friends, a new father. And George al- 
ways managed to come out on top. 

He knew what he wanted, and he didn't 
mind working, if he had to, to get what 
he wanted. He’s had a variety of jobs from 
delivery boy to “press agent” for a florist! 

To Susan, who led a protected. sheltered 
life, George’s mad escapades and high liv- 
ing must have seemed like something one 
read about in books. Though they’re both 
at home in formal surroundings, their lives 
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have been completely, totally different. 

She grew up in a large home in Beverly 
Hills, the daughter of a well-known Holly- 
wood agent and a famous Mexican actress. 
Their home was filled with handsome men 
and beautiful women—stars like Lana 
Turner, Gregory Peck and Tyrone Power. 
But to Susan, who was filled with the 
dreams and make-believe of childhood, 
these were just grownups who didn’t have 
to go to bed early or go to school, and 
went to the office in the morning, just like 
Daddy. 

When she was alone in her room or out- 
side sitting on the hill that was as big as 
a mountain, she was happiest. She loved 
her make-believe world. It was easier to 
talk to her dolls than to people, and she 
didn’t have many friends. Her best friends 
were the characters in the stories she wrote 


—Timothy Mouse and the cat called Cross 
Patch. 


She wanted friends 


But by the time she entered the West- 
lake School for Girls in the seventh grade, 
she had made up her mind that she wanted 
to be popular and have friends and not be 
alone so much. She lost some of her shy- 
ness, joined committees and was elected 
president of her class. But she still led a 
sheltered life. Her mother brought her up 
quite strictly according to American stand- 
ards. She wasn’t allowed to date until her 
late teens. and even then, she wasn’t 
allowed to be driven by her date. Her fa- 
ther used to take Susan and her date to 
their destination, and then pick them up 
afterward and bring them home. 

This is a lot different from George’s 
background. It’s true that he came from a 
wealthy, society background. (His mater- 
nal grandmother was one of the First 
Families of Virginia.) But he had a crazy, 
mixed-up youth. He is reported to have 
attended twenty-five prep schools, and his 
Auntie Mame-like mother married and di- 
vorced her way through society circles in 
New York, Boston and Palm Springs. As 
wealthy as he was at certain points in his 
life, he was dead broke at others. His life 
consisted of gay parties, fancy cars, travel 
and excitement. He’s been the escort of 
Wendy Vanderbilt, Daphne Fairbanks and 
Zsa Zsa Gabor, but he doesn’t seem to be 
fazed in the least by it. He doesn’t believe 
in taking life seriously—at least he hasn’t 
up to now. 


An old-fashioned girl 


Yet, as different as their lives have been, 
George and Susan have managed to date 
for over a year in seeming accord except 
for one subject—marriage. Susan is an 
old-fashioned girl, and despite the glam- 
orous life she’s led since she became an 
actress, she wants to settle down and “live 
happily ever after” like in the fairy tales 
she used to read long ago when she sat 
on that hill that was as big as a mountain. 
She believes that you grow up, meet a man, 
fall in love and get married. But George 
is still looking for the excitement that he 
knew when he was growing up. He admits 
quite frankly that he would be bored to 
death with an everyday type of life, and 
intends to make an adventure of his. He 
wants travel and excitement. He thinks 


nothing of flying to Caracas for a week- 
end. In fact, his mother says, “If things get 
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A. New from Barbara Gould: 


duo 
“Act of Beauty” Veil Vitale, a moistur- 
izing rose-tinted facial, plus fluffy rich 


Deep Facial Cleanser. Each, $3.00* 


B. Tussy introduces a new and lumi- 
nous lipstick shade, “Enchanté Pink,” 
touched with a dollop of blue to dazzle 
a smile. Perma-Dew formula, $1.35* 


C. Odo-Ro-No “Adjusta-Roll” deodor- 
ant rolls on just the right amount with 
a twist of its adjustable collar, for in- 
dividual anti-perspirant needs. 89¢* 


D. Bonne Bell adds beauty to everyday 
bathing with “Bonne Bath,” a fragrant 
moisturizer, and “Bodyguard,” a new, 
creamy anti-perspirant. $3.00*, $1.25* 


E. Dateline Acne Blemish Care covers 
troubled skin with flesh-toned medi- 
cated cream, has a conical top for 
on-the-spot applying. By Mennen, 98¢ 
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too quiet, George likes to stir them up a 
bit.” He can do this and still remain master 
of the situation. Nothing scares him. He 
has said, “Mother always has been adven- 
turous and unconventional, and life is 
never dull around her. I think perhaps it 
is because of her convictions that I try 
to live with style and without fear.” 

But there’s another side of George, too. 
He has a poetic streak, and perhaps it 
is this that is the basis of his relationship 
with Susan. His mother remembers once 
when he was a little boy, and he stared 
up at the night sky and pointed out a 
bright constellation, “Look at the little 
piece of daylight,” he marvelled. 

She says that there will always be some- 
thing for him to marvel at, and he will 
always want to point it out to the woman 
he loves. But perhaps it is Susan who is 
showing him the things to marvel at. 
Susan, who still clings to the romance and 
poetry of the make-believe world of her 
childhood. Maybe this is what George 
needs, maybe this is what he really wants, 
but has never been able to express. Susan 
would certainly be the girl to fill these 
needs. And according to his mother, George 
has definite ideas about how to treat a 
girl. He never asks, “What would you like 
to do?” He believes the only question to 
ask is, “Would you care to go out?” From 
then on it’s his responsibility to plan the 
evening. 


The decision is his 


From the story of Susan’s background, 
) r 





it seems that George’s strong, masculine 
ways could give her the sense of security 
that she needs. But it is up to him to make 
up his mind. 

Mrs. Spalding says, “I respect my son’s 
judgment because he has proven himself 
in everything else. He will prove it in the 
selection of a wife. George is running true 
to form in his taste by selecting Susan to 
go out with. She is a sensitive, sweet, 
thoughtful, wonderful person. What they 
decide is their own personal business, and,” 
she added, “I wish the world would leave 
them alone to make their decision thought- 
fully.” 

Susan told the press that they would be 
announcing their engagement officially very 
soon, but at that time George said nothing. 
He guards his personal life, and he has 
learned to fend off questions about his 
private affairs as skillfully as he learned to 
fend for himself early in life. He’s inclined 
to plan his life very carefully. Once, he 
said, “People sometimes get married and 
have a child—a third person to love—be- 
fore they have fully learned to love each 
other.” But whether or not he means this 
as an indication that he and Susan will 
wait quite a while longer, George didn’t 
say. We learned a lot about George from 
his mother. They’re little things really, but 
they’re what made George what he is, and 
in the sum of them lies the answer to 
whether Susan’s love story will have a 
happy ending. —JuLia CorBin 


Be sure to see Susan and George co-star- 
ring in “By Love Possessed,” for U.A. 





GRETA GARBO 


Continued from page 63 


was from a young mother who remembered 
a curious encounter. 

She wrote: My son, then four years old, 
and I were in New York City’s Central 
Park. We lolled on a grassy plot near 
Sail Boat Pond while I spun him a wood- 
land story about blue bells and violets 
and a little dog who went, “Snigg!” 

1 don’t know when I first became aware 
of a couple apparently searching for some- 
thing. They had been walking around us 
repeatedly in a wide circle. 

Now, talking whimsy confidentially to 
one’s offspring is one thing—being over- 
heard by strange adults is another. Feeling 
a bit foolish, I lowered my voice and 
watched them. 

Why, I wondered, would a man so finely 
dressed in continental style be wandering 
around a public park? With those clothes, 
his proper setting should be the terrace 
of a private club. He was distinguished .. . 
silver haired . and he did not seem 
too keen on participating in this search! 

The actions of his woman companion 
provided interesting contrast. There was 
nothing half-hearted in them. Head down, 
concentrating, intently poking her walking 
stick here or there, she seemed serious as 
a child who had misplaced a treasure. 

Idly. | kept my gaze upon her. Suddenly 
she raised her head and I was looking right 
at the magnetic face of a living legend! 

Fragments from her films flashed in my 
memory. “Queen Christina,” “Camille,” 


“Anna Karenina,” “Ninotchka”! Why, dur- 
ing my early youth, it was she who had 
moved me to tears or laughter or swept 
me off on clouds of love. At those recollec- 
tions I became as breathless as a teenager. 

I tried not to let her see my start of rec- 
ognition—I went on recounting the story. 
But my excited heart was thudding. 

And her appearance? It was a pleasure 
to see... the luminous jewel-toned eyes, 
the grace of movement and the felt in- 
tensity of her. Hatless, she wore her dark 
brown hair in a simply cut. unwaved coif. 
Tumbled bangs looped halfway over her 
broad forehead. She wore a black coat and 
her feet were in low heeled black pumps. 

“Why they’re no bigger than my own!” 
All those stories about her big feet! 

A sweet, sad smile played hide and 
seek around the corners of her mouth. 
Though aware of her companion’s re- 
strained restlessness to be off, she lingered. 

I strained my ears... 

“Oh, no, no! Wait a little,” coaxed the 
husky voice. “I don’t want to go, yet. I 
really would like to find it, you know.” 

“What on earth are they looking for?” 
I said aloud to my little boy. 

The man paused quite near to us. I 
became daring. 

“Just what are you looking for?” I asked. 

“A green marble,” said he. “We hid it 
here for fun. Now we can’t find the blamed 
thing!” 

A marble? But then “marble” just could 
be his word for a stone in the 50 or 100 
carat category! 

I felt the urge to become further ac- 
quainted—yet I was embarrassed at asking 
for an autograph. 

But then how? 
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I felt a tug at my hem. It was my little | 


blond boy making his bid for attention. 
He was sprawled against me, his muddy 
feet resting comfortably on my best peasant 
skirt as though it were an old apron. 

“Imagine.” I exclaimed, taking him in 
my arms. “It’s spring and they are marble 
hunting!” I spoke to her through my little 
boy. I wanted her to know I understood; 
that hunting for a green marble was the 
perfect thing to do on a spring day! 

Though my boy did not catch the mes- 
sage, the one for whom it was intended 
obviously did. Thereafter she sent a flock 
of her sad, sweet smiles my way—and con- 
tinued to poke leisurely about in the grass. 

Eventually she stopped exactly parallel 
to where we were, although still some feet 
away. 

Reaching down quickly she picked up 
something. 

“Oh—I’ve found it!” she called to her 
companion in her throaty tones. 

He gave a slight indulgent smile 
said nothing. 

I did, though. I wanted to prolong this 
moment. 

“Good—good!” I flung my arms out 
and addressed myself to the small boy 
on my lap. “They have found it! Isn’t that 
lovely?” 

At that she began impulsively walking 
toward me. I sat quiet and expectant. 

Stopping in front of me, she gave a 
tender, sidelong glance at the child, then 
leaned over to ask: “Would he like some 
ice cream because I have found it? Would 
he?” 

My mouth did not fall open, but it 
wanted to! To go with her and eat ice 
cream? What would we talk about? Would 
my little boy behave? 

“Why, he’d love it,” I gasped. 

“Wonderful!” She pressed something 
into my hand. It was money! A folded bill. 

Then walking swiftly away, she joined 
her companion on the path beyond. They 
strode toward Fifth Avenue. But just be- 
fore the bend, she looked back. 

Impulsively I raised my arm high to 
give her a hearty wave. She waved gaily 
back to me. We had spoken less than 
twenty words to each other directly—yet 
someone walking by might have thought 
the two of us were longtime friends saying 
farewell. 

“Who was that lady, Mommy?” my boy 
asked. 

“One of the most beautiful and talented 
women that ever was,” I told him. 

“Then why is she so shy?” 

Why indeed! I had to think about that. 
Had she really been shy with us today? 
Or as the world called her—aloof? Hadn’t 
she actually drawn very near in this fleet- 
ing moment, and given us just a glimpse of 
a friendly heart—just before she skittered 
away? 

It was all too complicated for my little 
boy. But I tried. I told him, “You and the 
whole world—you call Greta Garbo shy. 
But do you know something, darling? I 
think she really wanted to be friends with 
Mommy today. And she was—just a little 
—and I will never forget her as long as I 
live.” 

So many people will never forget Garbo 
—those who saw her on the screen; the 
lucky ones who met her face to face. Per- 
haps this story will help them to remember 
her as less a mystery and more a woman. 

—JupiTtH FIELD 
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WHEN LIZ WAS 
DYING 


Continued from page 34 


She continued to wait, scarcely moving, 
as if perhaps a movement of hers could 
somehow upset the delicate balance of life 
and death that was going on inside that 
room. Earlier that night, she had been on 
the other side of that closed door. For a 
brief moment, Liz had stirred from her 
coma. She seemed to want to say some- 
thing and a nurse bent close to hear the 
words. There was still a tube in her throat, 
to help in her struggle for breath, but 
painfully she managed to whisper: “I want 
my mother.” 

Sara Taylor came to stand by the bed- 
side, staring anxiously down at her daugh- 
ter. But Liz, her long black hair tied back 
from her face with a piece of surgical 
gauze, did not recognize her mother. 

Days later, Liz was to say that, as she 
slipped into unconsciousness—just before 
she was rushed to the hospital—the 
thought of death came to her. It must 
have lingered with her, she said, during 
the days when the doctors fought to save 
her from it. And when she lay dying, the 
last person Liz called for was her mother. 





To those who had heard the rumors that 
were circulating so furiously around Lon- 
don, it must have seemed a strange call. 
Almost as if Liz wanted to make a death- 
bed reconciliation. 

She had called for her mother. In Lon- 
don, where Liz had been born, there was 
a whispered question: Did Liz, at the last 
moment, want to wipe away all that had 
been wrong between them? They hinted 
that there had been much that was wrong. 
Liz and her mother had never been close, 
they said, had never gotten along. In place 
of love, they said, there was only cool 
politeness between this mother and daugh- 
ter. They said that Liz blamed her mother 
for forcing her into a childhood career and 
that she had told her friends how much 
she admired her brother Howard for stand- 
ing up to their mother and refusing to be- 
come an actor, too. 

They remembered how, when she was 
only fifteen, Liz had begun to rebel against 
her mother, how she had appeared in the 
studio commissary, her face piled with 
makeup, in low-cut peasant blouses and 
long gypsy earrings. 

They remembered how, when her first 
marriage to Nicky Hilton broke up, Liz 
had fled from her mother’s home. For a 
while, she had no place else to go. Each 
night she would call different friends to 
ask if they had a place for her. 

They remembered that, when Liz mar- 


FIRST PICTURES of Liz as she poses 
with Eddie after her illness and then as 
she is carried from the plane on her way 
to California. There was a cylinder of 
oxygen among her luggage and Eddie 
explained she was “a sick girl” and 
needed rest. Liz didn’t speak but she 
managed a smile 





she was going home. 


ried Mike Wilding, her mother was left 
out of her plans. When the first baby came, 
relations between Liz and her mother re- 
laxed a little, but people said Sara Taylor 
still was not consulted or really taken into 
Liz’s confidence. 

They remembered that when Mike Todd 
died, Liz’s mother did not go to his funeral. 

They remembered that, even after the 
greatest tragedy in her life, Liz had turned 
in her grief to her friend, Dr. Kennamer, 
to her friend Arthur Loew and his sister, 
to her brother Howard and his family, to 
her friends Debbie and Eddie Fisher. To 
anyone, they said, but her mother. 

It must have been hard for Mrs. Taylor, 
they said. Throughout the years that Liz 
faced trouble and illness and deep grief, 
her mother never seemed to be the one to 
whom Liz turned. 


“Il want my mother’’ 


Except now. When she thought she was 
dying, Liz had whispered: “I want my 
mother.” 

These are the rumors that rippled 
through London. Is there any truth to 
them? Did Liz call for her mother to make 
a deathbed reconciliation? 

The pictures you saw on pages 32 and 33 
are the answer. They are printed in 
PuotopLay for the first time anywhere. 
They show a reunion that few people knew 
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about. In California, Liz and her mother rapidly into the almost fatal pneumonia. 
and father met quietly. In a way, it might In London, Mr. and Mrs. Taylor took a 
be called a reconciliation. It had been a room at the Dorchester Hotel, on the same 
long time since Liz and Eddie had gone floor as Liz and Eddie’s suite. PHotoPLAy’s 
home together to California. First the wait- correspondent in London interviewed a 
ing period for Eddie’s divorce and then the number of people close to the scene, in- 
scandal had kept them away. And the cluding Sue Cardoza, Liz’s young personal 
people in London who remembered so _ secretary, in order to get at the truth about 
much had forgotten something too—how what happened in London between Liz 
Sara Taylor had stood by her daughter and her mother. 
through that scandal and her marriage to 
Eddie Fisher. But if there had been an 
estrangement between Liz and her mother, 
and then a reconciliation, it took place in Most people who had seen her and Liz 
California—before Liz came so close to together thought they seemed very close 
death. at that time. Miss Cardoza told PHotopLay 
That day at the airport. when Mrs. Tay- that when Liz knew that she would have 
lor watched her daughter’s plane take off. to go to the hospital, her first thoughts 
it must have been with a lighter heart than were of her mother. She knew her mother 
at other times when they'd parted. For now worries a great deal about her health. 
everything was arranged; she knew they “Mother always worries so,” Liz fretted. 





A woman of dignity 


Why did the American 
Cancer Society grant 


would see each other again—and soon. In During the time that Liz was critically : 
a short while, it was all set for her, too, jill, her mother and father lived in a room this man $688,000? 


to fly to London and to be with Liz to at the hospital. Time after time, in talking 
celebrate her twenty-ninth birthday. That to people about Mrs. Taylor, the word 
day, Liz had looked so well-tanned and “dignified” was used to describe her. “Vou grants, Dr. Papanicolaou devel- 
rested and happy. There was no sign to always saw a book in Mrs. Taylor’s hand,” : : 
tell Mrs. Taylor that tragedy was near, Miss Cardoza said, “and she seemed cheer- oped the Pap Smear, a detection 
that only a short week after she flew to her ful and considerate, although you could | aid for uterine cancer that has 
daughter's side, Liz would be in the see that underneath it all she was in great saved the lives of 175,000 women! 
hospital. stress. Whenever she went into the room. 
It had started as a cold, and the birthday — she would clench her fists and grit her 


With $688,000 in research 


IS FULL NAME is Dr. George N. 


celebration had had to be postponed. teeth, although she would try hard not to Papanicolaou. He allows himself 
Somehow, perhaps it was the London _ |et Liz know her true feelings. She always to be called “Dr. Pap,” which un- 


climate that had always been bad for Liz, had a smile for her.” 


; doubtedly is a great time-saver for his 
it had developed into influenza and then m y 7 


busy laboratory colleagues. He is re- 
sponsible for saving the lives of many 
thousands of women. 


Perhaps as a Christian Scientist and a 
person of great faith, Mrs. Taylor never 
doubted for one moment that her daughter 
would recover. She sat on a chair in the 










































corridor outside her daughter’s room, fully Dr. Pap pioneered the Pap Smear— 
dressed, all night, that night Liz almost a cell examination that is used to de- 
died. She sat quietly, drinking tea and tect uterine cancer in its early stages, 
once, when someone urged her, she nibbled when the chances for cure are great- 
at a cookie, as if to please them. Beside est. Uterine cancer (the second most 


her was Mr. Taylor about whom the word 
dignified was also used. 

“Mrs. Taylor conducted herself beauti- 
fully,” Miss Cardoza said, “with dignity and 
courage. She always talks fondly of Liz and 


common cancer in women) causes 
14,000 deaths a year. Today, if every 
woman had the quick, simple 
examination called the Pap 





adores Eddie and, of course, the kids. In Smear once a year, there would 
fact, Mrs. Taylor tried. every night, to be a uterine cancer cure rate of 
come back to the hotel for a few minutes nearly 100%. 

in time to say goodnight to the children.” | Your contribution to the 


To those close to the scene, there seemed American Cancer Society has 
indeed a very warm family feeling all made Dr. Pap’s great work pos- 
around and particularly between mother sible. It will continue to help 
and daughter. If this had not always been : : , . L 
there in the past, they feel it is Eddie, men like him attain their ulti- 


whose own family is so closely knit, who mate goal—a cure for all cancer! 
brought Liz and her mother together now. | Guard your family. Fight can- 
And there is something else. too. | cer with a checkup and a check. 


Liz is not the first young girl to reach 
fifteen and rebel. There are always misun- | AMERICAN 
derstandings that split a mother and _ CANCER SOCIETY 


daughter apart. And for the lucky ones 
there comes a moment when the girl’s con- ENJOY STEADY PAY EVERY DAY AS A 
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A SINGLE MAN 


Continued from page 40 


that shows (not skin buried under sixteen 
layers of pancake), and girls who walk 
free, not mincing down the street like in a 
plaster cast! I have eyes, I like to see 
what’s to see. 

Personally, I’d like to write letters to 
these lovely girls everywhere, but I’m driv- 
ing like the wind from town to town, all 
over America, seeing the country and not 
like a tourist. This little black boat of mine 
flies. It’s all black, my favorite color, with 
red leather upholstery. 

It was first delivered to New York and 
I'd gone west. My kid brother Paul had 
a ball. He’s a tough guy, fourteen. He’d 
go sneaking around in my car taking his 
girls out. He wrote “Guess what, George, 
I’m a big wheel!” The girls come up to the 
house and watch the show on television 
and then they tell him he’s much better 
looking than his brother. Oh, he’s enjoying 
the whole bit. Then someone from Frank- 
lin, Pennsylvania, read in the paper about 
my car being at one end of the country 
and me at the other and offered to bring 
it west. That broke Paul all up. “I’m no 
wheel without a wheel,” he wrote me. 
“Bring my car back!” Did you get that? 
His car. 


I get lost 


But I need it myself. We're in small 
towns pretty often and without a car you’re 
sunk. We have a good time, we cruise 
around at night, we visit the penny ar- 
cades, Marty Milner and me and the rest 
of the crew. We have a lot of laughs. The 
studio is constantly losing us. That’s be- 
cause weather conditions are unpredictable 
so we have to keep on the move to shoot 
where it’s right for the show. 

But we have fun. In a penny arcade, 
Marty and I will start acting crazy. We'll 
get a run of three, josh the ball around 
trying to get it in a corner, make such 
to-do, the girls gather around. They think 
we're nuts. Marty’s married, so I have the 
girls all to myself, and I immediately fancy 
myself a modern Don Juan. I can always 


hope, can’t I? The wonderful thing is that 
a stranger, like this, in a strange town, 
you meet girls who know the town, and 
they know who we are because they’ve 
seen the show. They guide me to the good 
restaurants, to the places that are fun. I 
love the arcades and I’m a pretty good 
shot. I was the best shot with a forty-five 
in my Marine outfit. As a matter of fact, 
I taught the officers, and I got a big kick 
out of it when they'd finish shooting and I 
could say, “Pick up your brass—pause, 
pause, pause—Sir.” 

If that sounds cocky, I am. Or put it this 
way, I’ve always believed in myself. I had 
to. And if you believe in yourself you can 
do anything. If you’re born in a poor fzm- 
ily, in a section of town where life is pretty 
miserable, this is the only way to survive. 
No one believes in anything. So you be- 
lieve in yourself, build your own fortress. 
Go your own way. 

I came from as far East as you can come 
—dAstoria, New York. My dad had a couple 
of restaurants when I was little but he lost 
them, he lost everything, and at that time 
he had a wife and five kids to support. It 
was a bitter time for my parents. There 
was no food, nothing. It was right then I 
began to fence a bit for myself. My mother 
was working in a factory and my dad got 
jobs in other people’s restaurants as a 
cook. He was a pretty good cook, too. When 
we wanted to tease my mother we'd say, 
“We can tell who cooked this!” But there 
wasn’t much kidding. 


I was the odd ball 


I don’t know that we kids were scared. 
When you live where everything is miser- 
able, it’s just the natural course of events. 
You don’t look at the future, you look at 
what’s happening this minute. If you are 
drowning, you think no further than keep- 
ing your mouth out of water. There were 
seven of us kids, my sister Mary (who’s 
married now, lives in Florida and has 
three kids), my brother Bob (who’s a 
production wheel on the show. His name is 
Harold but they call him Bob). Then me. 
My brother Alex came next, he died as a 
little boy. Then my sister Cleopatra, who 
is called Pat, and my brother Constantine, 
who is called Gus, and my kid brother 
Paul, who is called Paul. We were always 
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basically close but I was the odd ball who 
traveled by myself. No gang. Who needed 
it? I could always defend myself, I was 
very independent. I still am. This is some- 
thing girls either hate or love, this inde- 
pendence. Some of them don’t understand 
it, I think it scares them. Others like it, 
it reminds them of a prehistoric man. 
But it was strictly my reaction to my 
environment. 

My parents were born in Greece and 
they wanted to keep that culture alive. I 
was sent to a Greek night school where 
my brother and sister were already study- 
ing. I resented this. If I went to school all 
day I wanted my nights free. Besides, I 
was American. One hundred and fifty-five 
percent. Three days of me in the Greek 
school and our whole family was thrown 
out. But recently when I visited Greece 
on my way back from the Israeli location 
of “Exodus,” I found that I had a real 
simpatico for the old Greek culture. Not 
the Byzantine Greeks, but the old. old 
Greeks of Socrates’ time. I’d look at those 
statues and they looked like brothers. 
Those old Greeks were independent think- 
ers, they took no garbage. They were tough 
in a good way, as plenty of New York kids 
are tough. Good tough. You get that way 
out of necessity. 

Like when I was nine and broke my 
wrist. | went across the street to a doctor’s 
office, holding my broken wrist and he said 
I’d have to be X-rayed. Flushing Hospital 
was a half mile away. The doctor wouldn’t 
take me. I walked. When I got there, they 
wouldn’t set it without my mother’s per- 
mission to give an anaesthetic. I wouldn’t 
dream of bothering my mother. So they 
set it without an anaesthetic, bandaged it 
up, and I walked home. My dad gave me 
fifty cents a week to go to the hospital and 
have the bandage changed. I went to the 
drugstore, bought twenty-five cents’ worth 
of bandage and did it myself. 


A big, wild wheel 


I was a wild kid. At Flushing High 
School I was a really big wheel, a political 
genius, I ran the whole school. Naturally, 
with my grades, I couldn’t be class presi- 
dent. but I ran the elections, picked the 
candidates, did the campaigns, sat on the 
Student Council and all the rest of it. 

My girl was a pretty Italian girl named 
Toni. She had a sense of humor and, even 
better, she really liked me so that just 
being with her I felt alive. Which I didn’t 
feel at home. At home, my parents didn’t 
understand me. They tried to discipline me 
their way, they’d lock me in my room. I'd 
go right out the window. I started staying 
at one fellow’s house or another’s. Finally. 
I decided not to finish school at all and 
joined the Marines. About now, Toni’s 
mother buttonholed me and suggested that 
i either marry Toni or stop dating her. You 
know the answer to that. And by the time 
I got out of service, she was married. 

Well, I had decided I wasn’t going to be 
a dog in life. A dog is a perfectly nice 
animal, but it eats when you feed it, goes 
out when you open the door. I’d met quite 
a number of dogs in service. I’d also noticed 
that diplomas impress people. They don’t 
impress me. But I moved back home, went 
back to high school, the same place, Flush- 
ing High, and graduated. Then I moved 
into New York and tried singing. I also 
tried singing in Chicago. In Chicago I 
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spent most of the time pushing fat ladies 
around a dance floor in a dance studio. 
Sometimes, when they couldn’t possibly 
dance, I’d have them put their toes on my 
toes and I’d literally shove them around. 
New Year’s Eve that year, I sang at a party 
and was “discovered.” 

From then on for some time, | sang with 
four other fellows and a girl: we called 
ourselves “The Mariners.” We toured 
around in a drafty old car and I tried to 
figure out why I was always on the outside, 
nearest the window. They told me—I was 
the warmest of the group and I not only 
sat by the door, but they flipped coins to 
see who'd sit next to me. When I moved 
back to New York, they probably had to 
get an electric heater. 

I think the toughest time of my life came 
next. I went to a singing teacher who 
destroyed my voice. Within three weeks 
my throat was bleeding every time I tried 
to sing. I was working as an elevator oper- 
ator at the Roxy for $28 a week. I had a 
room, a real mess, on the East Side for ten 
a week. I took it because it was all black, 
my favorite color. It was so small you had 
to go sideways between the bed and the 
dresser to close the window. and closing 
the window did no good. There were no 
blankets. the place was freezing. and I took 
cold. My poor throat, which was in trouble 
from singing lessons, now got into more 
trouble. 


The health juice man 


After my tonsils were yanked. things 


began to pick up. An old German 
actor named Hans von Twardofski saw 


me trying to get a singing job and told 
me I was an actor. I thought he was crazy. 
but as I couldn’t earn a living singing, I 
began taking acting lessons with him. I 
also got a job. six to ten in the window 
of a health restaurant called The Salad 
Bowl. I stood in the window making vege- 
table juice and people thought look at that 
nut, and look at those muscles, so they 
came in and drank some. I drank it too, I 
still do. I carry a juice machine around 
with me and anything that grows—water- 
cress, cucumbers, dandelions, parsley—it 
all goes into the juicer. I love raw foods, 
everything natural. Everything that grows. 
I even like meat natural—raw, but I make 
a concession: in restaurants I order it 
charred outside and raw inside. If it’s 
warm, it’s too done. 

No question, I was a kook. I loved black 
clothes, black slacks, black sweatshirts 
with collars and whatever I wore, my girl 
Marta wore. We were, you might say. ec- 
centric. Also. when I mentioned I liked 
faces fresh, she stopped wearing any 
makeup, even lipstick. She had long black 
hair, she began to look like a comic strip 
heroine. However, she’s married very hap- 
pily, too. They all marry after they leave 
me. 

The one I wanted to marry was Mary. a 
delicate litthe dancer who fit just under 
my arm. She had big green eyes that re- 
acted to everything you said, like a child, 
wondering, appreciative. She was Hun- 
garian, she was exquisite, and so delicate 
that I felt she really needed me. But Mary 
was very devout in her religion and she 
would only marry me if I would accept her 
faith and adhere to it. This I couldn't 


promise to do. I may be a lot of things, but 
I’m also honest. 


That’s one of the things I want to say | 


about acting. I think many people feel 
that acting is play acting—a sort of lie. 
Well, there are two kinds of actors, the 
kind that brings his own life to the stage 
and the kind that brings the stage to real 
life. ’'m in the first category. Anything I 
do on the screen is logical. human behavior 
—the way I feel—what I believe in. Be- 
cause this is what’s important. doing what 
you believe in. We’re each of us born with 
a lot of things and the important thing 
is not to be a puppet. T believe you should 
break the glass. fly out, find your place, 
not just let life move the strings and 
manipulate you like a doll. 

I’ve told a lot of this to my kid brother. 
Paul is something like me. Wild. My par- 
ents have had a time with him, the way 
they did with me. I realized soon as I got 
to be nineteen that my parents weren’t 
against me, they were with me, trying to do 
the best for me. They just didn’t know 
how to cope with such a wild kid. So about 
two years ago I moved in on Paul. He was 
doing very poorly in school but I promised 
him a gun for Christmas if he’d do better. 

I bought the gun, but that last report 
card was dismal. 

“You can’t have the gun,” I said. 

He was crushed. 

“Well. what would you do if vou had a 
brother and he got a card like this?” 

“Pd give him the gun anyway.” he said. 

And suddenly. J] had an inspiration. 
“Okay,” IT said. “Pll give you the gun. 
Pll put you on your honor. Now let’s see 
what happens to those grades.” 

What could he do? I’d put him on his 
honor. He delivered and he’s still deliver- 
ing, and I’m still lecturing every time I go 
home for a couple of days. But I’ve told 
him, “I don’t want to change you, Paul. 
I’m not trying to make you over. Keep the 
way you are, only use what you are, find 
out what you are, make more of who you 
are. And whenever I get too tough for you 
just say, ‘George, look. get off my back.’ 
I'll get off. All T want for you is that you 
believe in yourself.” 

I talk to him this way because I know 
young people are sponges and we all have 
a responsibility to these sponges. People 
helped me. Old von Twardofski believed in 
me and someone else sent me to Sandy 
Meisner and someone else sent me to Lee 
Strasberg, and the next think I knew I had 
a chance at live TV with people who’d 
never heard of me, but they believed in 
me because I believed in myself. 

We all need the key to who we are. And 
yet people will say to me, “Why don’t you 
calm down? You’re so excited!” 

But it’s like asking an eight cylinder 
car to run on four cylinders. I can’t. I’ve 
got eight cylinders. All I ask is that they 
keep right on generating power. I was 
born a slugger. Some people come into 
life scared. Some come slugging their way. 
That’s me. That’s the nature of the animal. 
Maybe T’ll never be happy because I'll 
always be digging up one more challenge, 
moving on, moving fast, like the wind. 
King Arthur had a round table because 
he couldn’t stand a square. 

Well, I’m with King Arthur. That’s the 
nature of the animal. That’s me. That’s 
why I drive a car with two four-barrel car- 
buretors and four gear boxes. THE ENpb 


Be sure to see George on “Route 66” on 


CBS-TV every Friday at 8:30 P.M. EDT. 
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AVA GARDNER 


Continued from page 24 


Sometimes, too many men. Then the dream 
begins to wear thin at the edges. And the 
tears can come all too easily. Even in a 
crowd. 

“Why should I be different?” 

The mirror has always answered that. 
The young and the fair come and go. Like 
moths at an endless flame. But the one 
called Ava, the lonely one, she stays. 

“She’s a great broad. The greatest.” 

The words are not the softest, but the 
man means them as his best. She has heard 
variations on that theme. From many men. 
In many languages. And, once in awhile, 
the words sounded better. Fresher. But . . . 

“I’m thirty-eight. And what have I got 
to show for it?” 

The lines touch lightly under her eyes. 
But, one day, their cruelty will reach her. 
And, she will know, as all the legends have 
known, that only old age respects the 
lonely. And youth—it reserves itself for a 
new era, and respects only itself. 

“Where do you go when it’s all over?” 

The party lights become dim memories. 
The hushed whispers become regrets of an- 
other moon. The music is never as warm, 
the songs never as meaningful. The Roman 
candles burn away—all too soon. 

“And what do you tell God? It was all 
one big party?” 

The questions come from the inside. And 
the answers, too, must travel the same 
route. But, when a legend travels, it is 
always others who ask the questions. Ava 
has never had to search for answers. But. 
now, a plateau has been reached, and the 
woman at the top must stop running, for 
there is no place to hide. 

“Make a million dollars, and it still 
doesn’t answer anything.” 


“Who am 1?” 


Religion is a strange thing. It can be 
picked up along the dusty road. It can be 
hummed in a thousand hymns. It can even 
be ignored. But it sticks under the heart. 
And, one day, it comes up, too hard to be 
ignored. 


“I’m trying to find out what makes 
things tick. Maybe I will.” 

A church is just a steeple in the middle 
of a small town. In Grabtown, North Caro- 
lina, or in nearby Smithfield, the steeple 
always seemed a little too high to reach, a 
bit too distant to touch. And so the thin- 
legged wasp who was to become an inter- 
national pet, let it pass. But, sometimes in 
the long and lonely night, she would ask: 

“Please God, tell me who I am, what I 
a 

Like a voice in the wind crying for an- 
other voice to say something, anything, 
just to let the little-girl voice know that 
someone cared, that someone watched over 
her. But, all too soon, the tobacco-moon- 
shine country fell behind the little girl, 
and she rode into the big city on a tricycle 
of bewilderment, naivete, and incredible 
beauty. And, the parlay paid off. New York 
spelled her first name in hushed awe. And 
Hollywood proved to be a fawning ground. 
And men—they proved an easy mark. 

“God, you’re lovely, how old are you?” 

And so the endless flattery began. But. 
in 1941, to a girl an inch out of the corn- 
field, it all sounded like a chocolate cream 
pie dream. 

“T’m nineteen.” 

And so, soon after the clay wore off her 
startled feet, she found a camera probing 
her every move. The goldfish swam up, 
under, and around, but always the prize 
called Ava avoided the hungry sharks. 
Goldfish . . . goldfish . . . where to next? 


They ran out of toys 


“IT met Mickey, and he bowled me over. 
I had never met anyone like him.” 

The man named Rooney, more a boy 
than any grown man had a right to be. 
took her as his bride. But, one day, they 
ran out of toys. And so she lit a candle for 
the dead, and jumped back into the fish 
fry again. 

“Artie was too intelligent for me. But, 
he taught me to read good books.” 

And so marriage for the second time— 
to bandleader Artie Shaw—proved a hur- 
dle she could not leap. But, there was still 
much time left, and more than enough 
mileage to go around. 

“Frank was it. But . 

Sinatra, the legend, proved only to be 





Norris. 





Kathi Norris 
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another man. And off to bullfighters, poets, 
and Counts with more title than ready 
cash, went the less than little-girl star of 
the movies. Adios, America. 

“T love Spain. I’m building a house here. 
And, I'll live here forever.” 

But forever is a sometime thing. And 
transportation is easy. So nights found her 
in foggy London town, walking the beat of 
solitude. Or the next night in Rome, with 
the champagne popping as if endless corks 
had been invented. 

“You want to live. You’ve got to look.” 

And, always, it was the same. 

“T love you. I adore. I worship you.” 

But the song was running pipe thin. And 
Ava had heard it so often. 

“Sure . . . you love me. Everybody 
loves me. Let’s drink to it.” 

There were others, who took little and 
gave much. There was Hemingway, even 
more a legend in his time than a sea of 
Avas could be over a century. But he took 
to fancy her as one of nature’s children, and 
their talk was good, not filled with the 
banal and the trite. 

“Why not? I like her.” 

He asked a question, and gave an an- 
swer. In typical Hemingway, gallant, sharp 
but not too pointed. Not like the many she 
had trusted, who now carried cocktail tid- 
bits between their lips and the drink. 

“Did you hear about Ava...” it always 
began, and how it ended lay in the story- 
teller’s imagination, wild or otherwise. 

But, with Hemingway, it was different. 
It was easy. No strain. No pain. And, with 
his wife Mary, it went well, too. 

“They’re good people. They listen. And, 
they give.” 


‘“‘Where did it all go?’’ 


But a listener is not the only answer. 
And a lover can be a transient thing. The 
Hemingways listened. And the lovers were 
told when to leave. But the journey was 
running dry for Ava. 

Some of the good listeners had moved 
on. Bogart was dead. And only a movie 
they had made together remained for all 
the world to see that they had met and 
been honest friends. 

“I woke up one day, and I was thirty- 
five, and where had it all gone?” 

Thirty-five turns thirty-six, and some- 
times, even then, in a desperate search, the 
answers come all too slow. And thirty-six 
turns thirty-seven all too quickly, and an 
ounce of fat can become a dastardly thing, 
for a camera never lies. 

“She looked tired doing ‘On the Beach,’ 
more tired than I’ve ever seen her look,” 
said a director with a penchant for doing 
skin value productions. She knew the 
whispers were about, and she turned to her 
mirror for reassurance. But it came a little 
too slow for her wants. Then she was hurt. 
almost in carnival style by a nervous little 
bull, and a more nervous horse. It had all 
been intended only as play at a_ bull 
breeder’s ranch. She hid for days. 

Then it was all right again. 

The face would not be permanently 
scarred. But what of the guts that she had 
scraped dry in the endless search for a 
permanent look at herself. 

“I’m going to convert. To Catholicism. 
I think that’s my answer.” 

There were snickers. The laughs some- 
times became almost sacrilegious. But she 
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heard not a word, looked not for a cynic’s 
smile. 

Instead, the words of a faith long come 
by before her time were drummed into her 
waiting brain. They told her it wasn’t easy. 
And she told them nothing is easy. It never 
was. Not for Ava. Except if you count 





being a movie star and acquiring three 
husbands. That proved to be too easy. 
Some say she’s converting for another 
man who waits in the wings. Ava looks to 
find him, but first she looks to find herself. 
In God. Then, love comes easier. Even for 
a legend named Ava. —CHARLES MIRON 





GARDNER McKAY 


Continued from page 22 


He is that remarkable thing—a human 
being. and a dream. 

When Gardner was two, he set sail for 
the first time. Alone. His boat was a bushel 
basket with nice wire handles. He dragged 
it down to the pier, launched it, and was 
just climbing aboard—it was already half 
filled with water—when an old man hap- 
pened to notice him and saved him by the 
seat of his training pants. It was in South- 
port, Connecticut, and old John Doxy could 
not have guessed that the soaking tot he 
had just saved would one day be seen on 
screens around the world, playing the part 
of an adventurous, seagoing schooner cap- 
tain. 

If Gardner traveled more than some 
when he was young, he had to sacrifice the 
security of growing up in the same place 
year after year, of knowing the same people 
all through his childhood. If you think 
about it a minute, it’s a pretty nice feel- 
ing to know your way around your own 
town, to know pretty much where every- 
thing is. to know more than a few people 
so well that you can take them for granted. 
Then you don’t have to search for those 
things all through your life. 

For Gard, it was different. He lived in 
France from age three to seven and made 
some friends among his classmates in a 
French convent school (though the family 
was Episcopalian). But a year later, in 
America, he was hopelessly out of it. He 
had to find out who Batman and Superman 
were, what baseball and football were 
about. His mother insisted that he still wear 
short pants, though he was the only one in 
his group wearing them. But he made out 
well enough by being the worst in his class 
in almost everything, so he became the 
leader of the academic outcasts from then 
on at all the schools he went to. But moving 
from school to school meant that each year 
he had to start over in everything. In Holly- 
wood, for the first time in his life, he has 
a few friends of four or five years’ standing. 
But Hollywood people are busy and there 
isn’t time for the long, easy, trusting friend- 
ships of adolescence. He will always search 
for people of both sexes that he can get 
close to and stay close to. And, not really 
knowing the forms of long-lasting friend- 
ship, he will probably be lucky to meet a 
few such people in his adult life. 


He’s on the search 


But everybody who is young is searching 
for something. The trick in living is to be 
able to recognize what’s really right for you 
and to take chances in order to get and keep 
it. Gardner has been wrong plenty of times 
about what’s right for him, but he has been 
getting closer to what he wants. He may 
never find it—even though he is a highly 





successful star and has money and fame. 
Not that he doesn’t appreciate very warmly 
the money and fame, and what they've given 
him in the way of self-confidence, maturity 
of judgment, realization of personal scope. 
Also, they have opened many doors and 
opportunities, as they do for any celebrity. 
But he says that when next year’s twenty- 
six episodes have been shot, he wants to 
stop and take a good, long look around. 
What might be right for him is to make a 
movie based on a book about the old days 
in square-riggers when sailing was un- 
believably hard and underpaid. He sees 
a great theme in the hierarchy aboard a 
ship, from Captain (who’s “Destiny,” as far 
as will can bend it) through the mates and 
seamen. Some ten years ago or so he was 
paid mate on a charter schooner, Kathlena, 
out of Miami. Maybe he’ll find making and 
starring in such a film the thing that most 
nearly suits him. 

To him the sea has many moods—from 
sparkling serene to dangerous icy green— 
and he can find a perfect oneness with it 
that is hardly ever available among people. 
It is endless and mighty enough to absorb 
all your strengths and forgive all your 
weaknesses. In this sense it is a companion 
even though it is not alive. But much as he 
loves it, it doesn’t take the place of life and 
love. 

Gard doesn’t want to settle in Hollywood 
or anywhere for good. His future is filled 
with places he must go, people he must 
meet, things he must do. He often tries to 
make people think he is satisfied and will 
settle down soberly to work out his days. 
(He purposely gives many false impres- 
sions so that people will not ask him end- 
less questions. On the other hand, he will 
sometimes answer questions to the best of 
his ability for hours on end.) He identifies 
with Errol Flynn, who wandered the world 
in search of moments that might give his 
whole life a meaning, and found it in 
danger and excitement more than in con- 
quest. 


Money isn’t to worship 


Someday Gard will buy himself a boat 
and take off for parts unknown. He'll 
search, but probably won’t find everything 
he’s looking for in the endless sea. This 
side of him was well established long before 
Adam Troy was born as an idea. The sum- 
mer he was fifteen he cruised alone in his 
boat, China Boy, had an adventurous sum- 
mer and sank twice. Now that he’s older, 
he’s looking for a craft that will take him 
across the sea of his whole life without 
sinking under him. Isn’t everybody? 

Sculpture and photography are some 
other regions he will explore further in his 
search for something he can put his faith 
into. All through his childhood he lacked 
the discipline to apply himself to anything 
for very long. As he got older, he was often 
disappointed and frustrated because he 
didn’t know how to work. But he stuck at 
his mobile-making and his photography 
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until they finally yielded up their own 
special, secret rewards. 

Money is not one of the things he puts 
his faith in, he doesn’t worship it. He has 
had a fair taste of good wages and he finds 
that most of what he makes sits idle in a 
savings account. Right now there are about 


| twenty back pay checks lying around his 


place still uncashed. His style of living 
doesn’t cost very much, and his avarice is 


| so slight that he has not bothered to invest 
_ his capital. He believes that the best things 











| in life are free—a truth you either learn 


from your own life or never learn at all. 
What are the best things? People. If the 
world were not full of heroes, villains, warm 
hearts, individuals, simple people, complex 
people, easy people and difficult people— 
life would be a deadly void. What he looks 
for in people is not the dazzling, carefully- 
constructed exterior, but the inside, which 
is always more beautiful, simple and 
natural. And the only way to get anyone to 
reveal that secret interior, he feels, is to 
reveal your own self. It will work on every- 
body except the people who are too far 
gone in pretense and hokum. His philo- 
sophy is simple: Be yourself. Act on your 
impulses whenever you can. Try to ignore 
and avoid the life patterns other people try 
to impose on you. He did that very thing 
when he was at the breaking point from 
overwork and could not get released from 
shooting schedules. The show was making 
him forget who he was to the point where 
even a weekend couldn’t relax him for next 
week. So one day he “flipped” on camera, 
grabbed a chair, and with it threatened the 


| crew to keep their distance. He then hurled 


the chair at the camera and keeled over. 
When he came to, he keeled over again. 
He was hospitalized and given a week off. 
He feels that incident was the essence of 
“Be yourself.” 


It takes nerve 


He likes the feeling of getting all 
wrapped up in what he’s doing. He believes 
that the more things you try, the more sides 
of yourself you discover. He feels that 
people are too afraid to try things which 
might make them look foolish, that they’re 
not giving themselves a chance. In the long 
run, he feels, what difference does it make 
what people think of you if you know who 
you are and what your life is all about! If 
Gardner had been afraid of what people 
might think of his acting, he’d never have 
gone after the lead in “Adventures in 
Paradise.” All it takes to get up and do 
things in front of a television camera is 
nerve. If they like you out there, great! If 
they don’t, try it again, or forget it. But not 
to try it at all—not to give everything a real 
try—is a sin Gardner McKay avoids like 
the plague. 

Another of his “bests in life” is singing. 
Anybody can sing, and it doesn’t cost a 
cent. Out at 20th studios, Gard and Lani 
Kai (who plays Kelly on the show) and 
Jim Holden (Clay Baker) get together and 
sing calypso songs, sea songs and pop 
tunes while Lani strums his uke and Gard- 
ner shakes his maracas. If you happen to 
walk by, you’re welcome to join in. Gard’s 
voice is untrained, but he sings like a man 
who enjoys it, and someday he'll un- 
doubtedly cut a record or two. 

The most exciting trip he’s been on for 
a long time was free, as a crewman on the 
racing yacht Jubilee. Last spring she sailed 


from Newport, Rhode Island, all the way to 
Bermuda, and led the fleet most of the 
way. He got a chance to work on a deck 
tilted at a crazy angle with tons of water 
pouring over him, getting in sail, clearing 
fouled lines, pitting his total strength and 
will against lashing storm winds, crashing 
seas and exhaustion. The experience made 
the Tiki’s worst weather seem like a 
pleasant calm. 


He asked for it 


Sometimes, he admits, he finds acting a 
grind, but then he remembers that he 
jumped at the chance. And even the bad 
panning he got from the critics early in the 
game would have been easy to take, only 
he was afraid they’d spook the studio. He 
knew that good shows have folded for lack 
of faith to ride out the bad beginnings. But 
“Paradise” is still on the air and his fan 
mail is tremendous. 

On week nights, to relax and get re- 
freshed for more work, he plays basketball, 
sees movies, partly for entertainment, partly 
to keep informed. He sleeps through a lot 
of them, too. He has probably dozed 
through as many Hollywood premieres as 
anybody. It’s no fault of the picture—when 
he’s tired he goes to sleep, wherever he is. 
... He goes on dates . . . or to small gather- 
ings of friends where the mood is relaxed 
and funny . . . but few large parties, and 
he doesn’t cultivate the people who are on 
the top. 

He takes his shaggy dog, Pussycat, just 
about everyplace he goes and misses him 
when he is without him. . . . When trouble 
comes he ignores it until it goes away again. 
... He cuts himself when he shaves, to the 
mortal despair of Dick Blair, his make- 
up man. . . . Occasionally, he enjoys a 
cigar. He doesn’t drink to speak of.. . He 
“conducts” recorded performances of 
music he likes—from a seat next to the 
hi-fi. . . . He loves London. . . . One night 
he shot two wildcats from his front door 
in Laurel Canyon. 

When it comes to dates, he doesn’t set up 
a yardstick, but he does tend somewhat 
toward beautiful, youthful women as 
opposed to the full-blown type. He admires 
dignity or, as he calls it, poise and unassum- 
ing self-confidence. Part of the reason girls 
like him is because he likes them—for what 
they are and not what they are pretending 
to be. He dislikes phoniness, but he also 
knows that almost everybody pretends some 
of the time, and he tries to see past it. He 
doesn’t like over-dependence in_ girls, 
either. 

With luck, he will someday meet a 
woman, look into her heart, fall in love, 
and get married—if she feels the same way. 
He has no way of knowing how, when or 
where this will happen. 

There’s the full picture—Gard McKay. 
He lives only a part of his life as an image 
on the screen. He hopes that the people who 
watch him have the wisdom to turn the 
image off and the courage to live their own 
lives, to do their own things, to hold fast 
to their own values. He feels deeply that 
life is too short to spend it all pretending. 
And if what he’s searching for can be put 
into one word, the word is reality. 

—Gus PAvLov 


See Gardner in “Adventures in Paradise.” 


ABC-TV, Mondays at 9:30 P.M. E.D.T. 
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NO ONE GUESSED 


Continued from page 54 


the elevator. The two girls got in a light 
blue Chevrolet station wagon that was wait- 
ing in front of the building. A man at 
the wheel gunned the motor and the car 
headed south. And that was the last any- 
one saw of either girl for the next forty- 
eight hours. But this is the true story of 
those two days. The story that has never 
been told before. 

A car sped along the turnpike to southern 
New Jersey early next day. This time it 
was a black Ford coupe, but the two girls 
in it were the same. Now both wore capri 
pants, Italian knit shirts and sandals. One 
had shoulder-length, wavy brown hair, a 
strong, squarish face and dimples. And 
dark glasses. She kept glancing back un- 
easily as if afraid they were being tailed. 
The driver had short, curly reddish hair 
and a tendency to freckles. She kept her 
eyes glued to the straight ribbon of con- 
crete. The dark-haired one turned front so 
suddenly that the driver complained, “For 
goodness sakes, quit rocking the boat! 
You want me to go into a tree?” 

“I can’t help it,” her fidgety, companion 
said. “I feel funny about this whole thing.” 

“Why?” The driver passed a slow truck. 

The other chewed on her lower lip. 
brooding. “I mean it’s crazy, what we’re 
doing.” Suddenly she grinned and flung 
her arms out wide. “I don’t care!” she 


shouted. “So it’s wild! We’re out of our 
minds, but we’re gonna have a ball!” 


The driver grinned and stepped on the 
gas. “Well, what do you want to call your- 
self?” 

“Clementine Cornpepper: ?” 

“C’mon, be serious,” the driver begged. 
“At least let’s keep your own first name. 
because I might blurt it out and it would 
be all over.” 

“Okay,” with a shrug. 

The driver groaned, 
You are impossible!” Then she told her 
friend in a firm voice. “We'll call you 
Connie DePace. That’s the name of an old 
friend of mine. who’s married now. Okay?” 

She nodded. 

“Now don’t forget and go signing for 
anything.” 

Connie Francis’ eyes opened saucer-wide. 
“What? Are you kidding? And spoil every- 
thing?” Impulsively she threw back her 
head and trilled out the first words of 


“Where the Boys Are.” 


“Connie Klutz.” 
“Connie Francis! 


‘*. . . and don’t sing!”’ 


“And holy smoke,” Sandy Constantinople 
exploded, “whatever you do, don’t sing!” 

Connie clapped her hand to her mouth. 

“Oooops, you’re right.” she mumbled. 
Then eagerly and anxiously, “Sandy, can 
it work? Do you think we can spend two 
whole days in Asbury Park without any- 
one knowing who I am?” 

“T’ll bet you a cheesecake at Lindy’s!” 

“But Sandy, you’re on a diet.” 

“So are you.” 

Connie shook her head. “Not for the 
next forty-eight hours. Everything’s gonna 
be different for the next forty-eight hours.” 
And she began to sing in full voice. “Just 
till we get there,” she apologized quickly. 

At 1:30 P.M. they walked up to the 





front desk of the Hotel Monte Carlo in 
Asbury Park. Two women eyed them cur- 
iously. One pointed and shrieked, “Look! 
Look!” Her companion said, “Well, I’ll be 
darned.” The bottom fell out of Connie’s 
heart. Oh, no, she thought, not already. 
The delighted duo descended in friendly 
fury. “Sandy,” they shouted. “Sandy dar- 
ling!” 












and flung themselves on her. Connie | 


gulped and stared. Sandy finally disen- | 
gaged herself and introduced them as her 


mother’s friends. 

She said smoothly, “And this is my girl 
friend, Connie DePace.” 

“How do you do?” Connie said. 

One of the women gave her a second 
look. “You know something?” she said. 
“You look just like Connie Francis—that 
singer Sandy works for.” 

Connie tried to play it cool. “Yes,” 
said, “a lot of people say that.” 


and added, “Well, 


she 
She smiled 


we do have the same | 


name, but I can’t carry a tune in a ten-ton | 


truck!” 

Everyone laughed. 
passed. 

They went upstairs and found that their 
room overlooked the pool. Sandy grabbed 
Connie’s arm and dragged her to the win- 
dow. “Look at those gorgeous guys.” 

Connie caught her breath. Her eyes 
popped. “Mmmmmmm hmmmmm!” 


The first crisis wa's 


That old frustration 


Then her glow faded, and she sighed 
and turned away. That old familiar wave 
of despair and frustration washed over 
her. You walk out there and meet a great 
guy, and then, just because you’re Connie 
Francis, people start talking and the whole 
thing’s spoiled. 

“What are we waiting for, 
Pace?” Sandy demanded. 

Connie started. She remembered. The 
lights went back on. She opened her valise 
and whipped out her new bathing suit. 

The two girls strolled with deliberate 
casualness to the pool. They made an 
elaborate project of spreading their towels. 
Their backs were toward their quarry, but | 


Miss 


Connie knew she was being observed. A | 
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delicious little shiver rippled up her spine. 
She walked to the edge of the pool and 
slowly, gracefully, lowered herself to a 
sitting position. She stretched one leg al- 
luringly. Good thing she’d painted her toe- 
nails. She wiggled her toes in the water, 


De. | 
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she shivered. She put on her softest, most | 


appealing, little-girl voice. “I’m scared to 
go in. 


A shadow loomed over her. The taller— | 
and cuter. she thought—of the two boys | 


was beside her. “Want some help?” She 


looked up—so surprised! He was lanky | 


and well-tanned. He had _ blond 
bleached almost white from the sun. 
blue eyes, and an engaging grin. She felt 
her pulse quicken. He cupped his hand and 
made a threatening gesture toward the 
water. “Eeeek!” she shrieked, “don’t you 
dare!” 

The ice was broken. He sat down and 
told her his name was Joe, he was a law 
student from Paterson, New Jersey. She 
told him she worked as a secretary for 
General Artists Corporation, the talent 
booking agency. 

He looked impressed. “Gee. 
get to meet a lot of celebrities.” 

“Every day,” she agreed solemnly. 


you must 


“Like who, for instance?” 
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She reeled off a list of famous names. 
“Does your firm handle that singer—you 
look a little like her—Connie Francis?” 


“Uh huh.” 
comfort. 

He leaned forward confidentially, “Do 
you think she’s good? Really good, | 
mean.” 

She thought for a moment, 
slowly, “Well, she tries hard.” 

He nodded. “I think she’s okay. | like 
her stuff. Do you know her personally?” 

“Oh, sure,” she nodded vigorously. 

“What's she like . . . as a person | 
mean?” 


This was getting too close for 


then said 


“No kidding?” 


She leaned forward and _ whispered, 
“She’s nothing but a big ham at heart.” 

“No kidding?” 

“No kidding. She told me herself she'd 
rather be an actress.” 

He looked at her admiringly. “You mean 
Connie Francis confides in you?” 

“Oh, sure,” she retorted airily, “I prob- 
ably know her better than anybody.” 

“Say,” he murmured, “that’s something.” 

Sandy joined them, with Joe’s friend 
Mike in tow. Soon Mike asked, “Would 
you girls care to join us for dinner?” 

Sandy had her mouth open, clearly set 
to chirp, “We'd love to.” Connie beat her 
to it. She said sweetly, “Gee, we'd love to, 
but we've already made other plans . . .” 

“That's okay.” Joe said cheerfully. 
“How's about lunch tomorrow?” 

“Wonderful,” Connie said warmly. “Now 
| we've got to run. We'll meet you here in 
be morning.” She practically had to drag 
Sandy away. 

“What's wrong with you?” Sandy grum- 
bled as they headed back to change. “We 
don’t have any plans and they seemed 
very nice.” 

“They are!” Connie agreed. “But if we 
tie ourselves down with the first two guys 
we meet, we can’t flirt with anyone else.” 
Her voice rose plaintively, “You know 
how | love to flirt . . . and I'll probably 
never get another chance like this.” 

They dressed for a night on the resort 
town in cotton shirtwaist dresses and flats. 
They headed for the amusements. “I adore 
the rides,” Connie breathed. “I’m going on 
all of them.” She did. 

They bought cotton candy, jelly apples 
and popcorn. At the hot dog stand they 
struck up a conversation with Jack and 
Jimmy, who turned out to be friends of 
friends of Sandy’s. “Where’s your famous 
boss?” Jack asked Sandy. “In New York. 
working like a dog,” Sandy answered 
promptly. “You know she never has time 
for a vacation.” 

Later, the four of them went to the hotel 
lounge to sip Cokes and dance to Woody 
Herman’s band. 

“Did you ever meet Sandy’s boss?” 
Jimmy asked Connie as they swung into a 
fox trot. 

“Nope.” Connie said. 

“Do you know you're a dead ringer for 
her?” 

“Gee, am I| really?” she said eagerly. 





““You could be her double!’’ 


“You could be her double... Hey!” he 
cried suddenly inspired. “I've got a great 
| idea. I bet you could pretend to be Connie 
Francis for a day and have a wild time.” 


19? 


“Oh I wouldn’t dare! 
“Sandy would kill me.” 

“I bet I could get her to go with it. . 

“Some other time.” Connie pleaded. “Not 
this weekend. I—I’m having enough fun.” 

On the second day the girls kept their 
lunch date with Joe and Mike and it was 
fine. Late that afternoon, alone again, they 
were lazing by the pool. Sandy stared 
toward the coffee shop and exclaimed. “I 
didn’t know it was so late—our dates are 
here already.” 

Connie sat up. “What dates?” 

“Some friends of mine from home. They 
were driving down for the weekend anyway 
so they said they’d come a day earlier and 
spend this evening with us.” * 

“Do they know?” Connie asked fiercely. 
She sounded ready to battle for her new 
freedom. “Sandy Constantinople, do they 
know ’'m me?” 

“I swear.” Sandy put up her right hand 
solemnly. “C’mon, let’s go say hello.” 

Connie sat biting her lip. “You know I 
never go on blind dates,” she murmured. 
“T have this thing about blind dates . . .” 

“What do you call the last couple of 
days?” Sandy demanded impatiently. 

“That was different, they invited us. No 
one arranged it...” 

“Connie, those boys came all the way 
from Newark,” Sandy was peeved. “We 
can’t do this to them. Please let’s say hello.” 

Connie didn’t budge. She said stubborn- 
ly. “No! Let them wait. | want to sit in 
the sun for twenty minutes more.” 

Sandy glared. Then she realized that 
Connie was stalling. “Okay.” she said 
quietly. “TIL be in the coffee shop.” 

Because she knew she was _ being 
watched, Connie languorously sank into her 
sun chair. With complete indifference she 
oiled her arms and legs. She fought to keep 
curiosity from getting her. but finally she 
had to walk over and peer into the coffee 
shop. What she saw made her forget how 
she felt about blind dates. She streaked 
for the ladies room with the speed of 
rocket taking off from Cape Canaveral. She 
put on her face in exactly three minutes. 
That was beating her own record. 

She couldn't remember ever enjoying an 
evening so much. Roy was a Marine on 
leave from active duty in Hawaii. He was 
natural and easygoing and when he 
laughed, the whole world laughed with 
him. They laughed a lot. They talked about 
everything under the sun except the two 
topics that bored her to death on a date. 
1. Connie Francis. 2. Show business. To- 
night she felt as if Roy had opened a win- 
dow and let her mind out to air. 

At precisely 9:50 A.M. Friday, the 2nd. 
a black Ford coupe sped north in New 
York and braked in front of 1697 Broad- 
way, where Connie has her office. 

Sandy looked at her boss and sighed. 
“Well, I guess this is where we dispose 
of Miss DePace, once and for all.” 

Connie shook her head. “For the time 
being.” she corrected softly. “We're going 
to do it again.” 

“Great,” Sandy 
Where?” 

Connie waved vaguely. “Sometime soon,” 
she said mysteriously. “And who knows 
where?” 

And that’s all she'll tell anyone. 

—Rost PERLBERG 
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YESTERDAYS 


Continued from page 57 


The curly hair was gone, and those big 
innocent eyes were clouded over from 
years of suffering. On January 8th the 
newspapers ran a picture of a bald man on 
their pages. The caption underneath it 
read: 

Onetime child actor Jackie Coogan. two 
other men and an exotic dancer were ar- 
rested today on suspicion of using nar- 
cotics when marijuana was found in Coo- 
gan’s apartment, sheriff's deputies said . . . 

But no one could have known this forty- 
three years ago when Jackie toddled on- 
stage and did his Charlie Chaplin little 
tramp, his David Warfield larger-than- 
lifesize heroes and his acrobatic Doug 
Fairbanks Sr. The crowd loved him, and 
in that crowd sat Chaplin himself, who 
needed a little boy for his production of 
“The Kid,” about to begin shooting. He 
signed Jackie that night, and Jackie’s dot- 
ing parents approved the contract. The 
starting salary for the curly-haired lad of 
four was seventy-five dollars a week. By 
the time he was eight, “The Kid,” en- 
trenched in America’s heart, was making 
twenty thousand a week plus sixty percent 
of the profits of his films. It was fun, and 
Jackie smiled through the days he con- 
sidered play. His mother looked after his 
money, and what little allowance he got 
seemed more than enough for Jackie. 

“I was working. I was happy. Money 
didn’t mean anything to me.” 


He was a legend 


By the time he turned 23, money made 
a bit more of a difference to Jackie. His 
mother had remarried after his father’s 
death, a blow little Jackie found hard to 
take, and was still taking care of his 
money. She told him not to worry, that it 
was all safe as could be. But Jackie, now 
a Hollywood legend, was unable to find 
work. He would say: 

“Sure, I’m a legend, but I’m not work- 
ing.” 

The town he had put on the map. along 
with Chaplin and Fairbanks and Pickford. 
had a very short memory. And Jackie 
wasn’t a kid anymore. His hair was be- 
ginning to run thin. 

“Sorry, Jackie, but there’s nothing for 
you, try us again.” the studios said. 

Money was tight, and Jackie finally had 
to sue his mother to get an accounting. 
The front pages had a field day with the 
trial. 

“Kid Sues Mom.” ran the headlines. 

“Where’s my money? Where’s my 
money? Where’s my money?” he asked a 
thousand times over. 

But the question was never answered in 
full, because four million dollars is much 
too much explaining to do. And at the end 
of the three-ring circus that was known as 
Coogan versus Coogan, Jackie was handed 
somewhat less than the four million he had 
reason to expect was his: $125,000. Not 
bad, by the working man’s standards, but 
not four million and not enough to com- 
pensate for the fact that his acting days 
seemed over. His lawyers demanded their 
share, and when the counting and subtrac- 
tion took place, Jackie found that he was 


left thirty thousand dollars, which was not | 
one hundred twenty-five thousand by a 
long shot, just as one-twenty-five had not 
been four million. 


Marriage to Betty Grable 





“And then I lost my hair,” he said. 

For an actor, losing one’s hair at thirty | 
can be a tragedy worse than losing one’s 
money. But then a girl came into his life, 
and Jackie forgot his problems for a while. 
Her name was Betty Grable, and she was 
going places. Jackie thought they could go 
places together, but the Land of Mecca 
was not to be found. There was no work 
and no money coming in, and the Coogan- 
Grable marriage ended in a Nevada di- 
vorce. 

Miss Grable went on to scale the heights, 
and though they no longer called each 
other man and wife, Jackie wished Betty 
the best. And she hoped that Jackie would 
somehow find himself again. 

“If I can’t get a job acting, | can at least 
show [I’m not a sponger,.” he told his 
friends. He got a job selling used aircraft. 

The second World War had ended, and 
Jackie, who'd been a glider pilot, thought 
he could sell the leftover relics of a war 
which turned out to be as quickly forgotten 
in its time as the “Kid” had been forgotten 
in his. 

“Not too many people needed used air- | 
planes,” he sighed. But he didn’t give up. 
The notion came to him that kitchen ven- 
tilation might be easier to sell than used 
aircraft. This project failed, too. Then he 
married a girl named Flower Parry and he 
was happy. but one day, just like that, the 
marriage was over. He tried to rekindle 
the name Coogan in the studios, but now 
the younger faces behind the casting desks 
asked: 

“Jackie who?” 

He looked around him at the young 
faces being led by hopeful parents who 
thought they had another “Coogan” by 
the hand. He was glad the government had 
passed the Coogan Law to protect the new 
kids who would make it big as child stars. 
Their money would be protected in trust 
funds, but it was too late for him. 








Things began to brighten 


Then there came a girl named Ann Me- 
Cormack into his empty life, and things | 
began to brighten. He married her, and 
shortly afterward they had a daughter, 
Joan. Life began to look good again. 

In 1953, Jackie hired a script-writer to 
write his life story. Little Joan was slated 
to play Jackie as a little boy. The switch 
looked good on paper, but five years later 
Joan had outgrown the part. Jackie chose 
his next little girl, Leslie, to play the part, | 
but the project seemed to sink into the 
ground. | 

Then producer Al Zugsmith cast Jackie 
in a film and it worked out. He was back 
in action again. Then came “High School 
Confidential,” and Jackie looked convinc- 
ing as a dope pusher. His reviews were 
good and oldsters got a kick out of seeing 
the balding “Kid” as a heavy. 

After that, Frank Sinatra hired Jackie 
for “The Joker Is Wild,” and the “Kid” 
did his best. But, still, jobs were few and 
far between, and the bills were always on 
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appearance on “The $64,000 Challenge,” 


38th year. Write for FREE boo 





OPPORTUNITIES 
FOR YOU 


For ad rates, write 
9S. Clinton, Chicago 6 


OF INTEREST TO WOMEN (Pub. W—June '61) 
UP TO $300 For Your Child’s Picture paid by advertisers. 
Send small picture for approval. = Ages). Returned. Print 
child’s, parent’s name, address. Spotlite, 1611 La Brea, P6, 
Hollywood, California. 
BEAUTY DEMONSTRATORS—TO $5.00 hour demonstrat- 
ing Famous Hollywood Toometion, your neighborhood. For 
free samples, details, write Studio Girl, Dept. 1616C, Glen- 
dale, California, eens 
SECOND INCOME FROM Oil Can End Your Toil! Free Book 
And Oilfield Maps. No Obligation. National Petroleum, 
527-PWC Panamerican Bank Building, Miami 32, Florida. 
MAKE $25-$50 week, clipping newspaper items for publishers. 
Some clippings worth $5 each. Particulars Free. National, 
81-WM, Knickerbocker Station, New York City. 
BUY WHOLESALE! BIG Discounts. Watches, Appliances 
etc. Free Catalog! Housewares Distributors, 1216-AS, West 
79th St., Chicago 20, Illinois. __ Seele TSM 7 
DRESSES 24c; SHOES 39c; Men’s suits $4.95; trousers 
$1.20. Better used —-. Free catalog. Transworld, 164-A 
Christopher, Brooklyn 12, N.Y. eae 
WOMEN WANTED TO Assemble Jewelry At Home. Star 
Jewelry Co., 60 W. Hays, Banning, California. 
LADIES: EARN UP to $2.00 hour sewing babywear! No 
house selling! Send postcard to Cuties, Warsaw 1, Indiana. 
GOOD INCOME FROM home typing! Detailed information 
$1 (refundable). Ryco, 210-B Fifth Ave., New York 10. es 
SEW OUR APRONS for merchants, Materials supplied. Jiffy 
Manufacturing, Lake Village 75, Arkansas. 





























SEW OUR READY cut aprons at home, spare time, Easy, 
profitable. Hanky Aprons, Caldwell 3, Arkansas. _ es 
EARN $50.00 FAST, Sewing Aprons. Details Free. Redykut’s, 
Loganville, Wisconsin. 


a MUSIC & MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS ne 
SONGWRITERS, NEW IDEAS needed for recording. Send 
songs, poems. Starcrest Recorders, 1350-B North Highland, 
Hollywood 28, Calif. _ 
POEMS WANTED FOR musical setting and resorcns. Send 
poems, nres examination. Crown Music, 49-PW West 32, 
ew York. 

POEMS NEEDED IMMEDIATELY for New Songs and 
Records. Free Examination and Appraisal. Send Poems: 
Songcrafters, Acklen Station, Nashville, Tenn. 

POEMS WANTED! BEST songs recorded Free with 7-piece 
orchestra. Melodies written. Send poems, free examination. 
Songmakers, 1472-Y Broadway, New York 36. 


ene LOANS BY MAIL 

BORROW $100 TO $600 by mail. Quick, Easy, Private. 
No Co-Signers. Repay in 24 small monthly payments. For the 
amount you want write today to Dial Finance Co., 410 Kil- 
patrick Bidg., Dept. F-57, Omaha 2, Nebraska. 

BORROW $800 NOW. New Increased Loan Limit. Anywhere. 
Air Mail Service. Postal Finance, 308 Francis Building, Dept. 
63-K, Louisville, Kentucky. 

LOANS ENTIRELY BY Mail—$600 Or Less. Strictly confi- 
dential. Repay in 24 monthly payments. Write: Budget Finance 
Co., Dept. K-51, 114 S. 17, Omaha 2, Nebr. 


EDUCATIONAL OPPORTUNITIES 
COMPLETE YOUR HIGH School at home in spare time with 
64-year-old school. Texts furnished. No classes. Diploma, In- 
formation booklet free. American School, Dept. XA74, Drexel 
at 58th, Chicago 37, Illinois., Ne 
HIGH SCHOOL DIPLOMA at home. Licensed teachers. 
Approved materials. Southern States Academy, Station E-1, 
Atlanta, Georgia. 
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EARN EXTRA MONEY selling Advertising Book Matches. 
Free sample kit furnished. Matchcorp, Dept. WP-61, 
Chicago 32, Illinois. 
60% PROFIT COSMETICS. $25 day up. Hire others. Samples, 
details. Studio Girl-Hollywood, Glendale, Calif. Dept. 1616H. 
EXOTIC EARRINGS! DETAILS free. Pair, $1.00. Ohga, 
WEN-278, Sigakenkusatu, Japan. 
STAMP COLLECTING 


TERRIFIC STAMP BARGAINI Israel—Iceland—Vatican As- 
sortment—Plus Exotic Triangle Set—Also Fabulous British 
Colonial_ Accumulation—Plus Large Stamp Book—All Four 
Offers Free—Send 10c To Cover Postage. Empire Stamp 
Corporation, Dept. PC., Toronto, Canada. 

____ EMPLOYMENT INFORMATION 
CHOICE U.S. & Overseas Jobs. All Trades. Firms, Addresses, 
Hiring Procedures, Pay Scales, Benefits. For information 
wwrige: World Wide, Dept. A10, 149 N. Franklin St., Hempstead, 


BUSINESS & MONEY MAKING OPPORTUNITIES _ 
$3.00 HOURLY POSSIBLE assembling pump lamps Spare 
ime, Simple, Easy. No canvassing. Write: Ougor, Caldwell 
1, Arkansas. 
PERSONAL & MISCELLANEOUS 
WRITERS! REQUEST FREE sample Pink Sheets listing 
a ge U.S.A. Literary Agent Mead, 915 Broadway, New 
ork. 


INSTRUCTION 


PARKING TROUBLES SOLVED! Easy Backing Method. 
Illustrated. Send $1.00. 9517 Adoree, Downey, Calif. 


















































PERIOD | 
DIFFICULTY? 


Irregular or scanty menses may be sympto- 
matic of functional disorders. Thousands of 
women find speedy relief from periodic physi- 
cal distress with HUMPHREYS “‘11”. Ask your 
druggist for this gentle homeopathic prepara- 
tion. No hormones; no prescription needed. 





SHORTHAND wn 


Famous SPEEDWRITING shorthand. 120 

words per minute. No symbols; no ma- 

chines. Uses ABC’s. Learn at home or 

through classroom instruction. Lowest cost. 

Over 500,000 graduates. Typing available. 
et. 
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A Husband's 
Desperate Story .. . 


OUR 
JOBLESS 
YEAR 


Only his wife’s love and courage 
sustained him through the terri- 
ble employment slump that hit 
the steel town in which they 
lived. Don’t miss the inspiring 
true story of a family caught in 
the recession, dramatically told 
by those who lived through it, in 
the big, new issue of TRUE 
STORY Magazine. 


More Than 30 Prize Stories, 
Helpful Articles, and Family- 
Service Features, Including... 


AN INTRODUCTION 
TO MARRIED LOVE 


Expert advice to brides and wives 
who want to feel like brides, again 


DON’T LET 
YOUR CHILD 
QUIT SCHOOL 


Here’s how to help your child get 


the education he needs to hold a 
good job 





in June 


True Story 


The Woman's Guide to 
Better Living 


Buy Your Copy Today 
Wherever Magazines Are Sold 


| but the TV quiz brought less than the ex- 
pected results, though Jackie tried silent 
films as his category. 

“Money is a nice thing to have,” he said, 
“whether you're rich or poor,” and the big 
smile failed to hide the double edge of his 
| statement. 

The drinks began to be a little easier to 

take, and. on occasion, he drove with one 
or more under his belt. One night, he was 
stopped. The charge was drunk driving, 
| but the judge, remembering “The Kid” as 
| a young child, was lenient. Probation was 
the sentence, and Jackie swore it wouldn't 
happen again. In his heart, he fully be- 
lieved it. 

“All Jackie needs,” said a good friend, 
“is a chance to work, and he'll work things 
out for himself.” 

Jackie made the rounds, and tried, and 
tried and tried, till he bled from the in- 
difference of casting directors. 

“I’m not asking for charity. I want to 
earn my way.” he almost pleaded. 

But the days passed into nights, and 
sleep for Jackie became an endless strug- 
gle. The little boy with the bowl haircut 





| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


had long since passed him by, and his 
own two kids were now older than he'd 
been when he was making twenty thousand 
a week. 

“Where do I go from here?” The ques- 
tion haunted him. 

The year 1961 looked like it might be a 
good one. A television show came up. His 
luck was changing. he thought. But then 
came the newspaper articles with the ter- 
rible charges. Buried somewhere in the 
middle of the story was a sentence saying 
Coogan and the others denied knowing 
anything about the marijuana. Later, it 
was proved they didn’t. 

But, nonetheless, the television show in 
which Coogan was feaiured was suddenly 
cancelled. It was just one more cancella- 
tion in “The Kid’s” life. How had the 
wheel of fate spun so badly for the little 
boy with the bowl haircut who could do the 
most wonderful impressions of Chaplin 
and his little tramp, Warfield and his 
heroes and Fairbanks and his derring-do? 

“All I ever wanted was the chance to 
keep working,” he said. But, somehow, he 
never got that chance. THE Enb 





ACCUSED 


Continued from page 61 


him, and she consented. The young people 
married with only one cloud marring their 
jov. Judi wanted a church wedding. but, 
without consent from her home parish, no 
Nevada priest could perform the ceremony. 

So she and Robert were married outside 
her faith, but they promised each other 
that they would soon remedy the situation. 

“Robert is a Presbyterian,” Judi ex- 
plains, “but his grandmother was a very 
devout Catholic, and he told me he wanted 
to begin instruction in the faith. When we 
talked about our children, he said he 
wanted them to be baptized in my church, 
too. 

“And because I wasn’t married in the 
eyes of my church, we planned to be mar- 
ried again in Portland. My wedding dress 
was being fitted ... but... .” 

It was only when she mentioned her 
dress that her voice broke. 

“They even took my wedding dress,” 
she said. 

Judi didn’t dab her eyes, but she blinked 
hard against the mistiness that was the 
first sign of her intense emotion. Mention 
of the wedding dress she was to have worn 
| was too much for her, and when she began 
| to speak again, her words were half-sobbed. 

“We were to have been married in my 
church at home February 20th,” she said. 
“My mother had made out the guest list, 
and two showers were planned, and my 
wedding dress . . . well,” Judi hesitated. 
“It was a Christmas surprise . . . from 
Robert.” 

On Christmas, among her other presents, 
she found a package that was strangely 
flat and light. 

“Robert,” she chided, “I don’t think this 
is anything except paper. After I gave you 
| a guitar, | should think you could do better 
| than this,” she kidded. 

Robert smiled mysteriously. 

“Open it,” he instructed. 

Judi opened the package and gasped. 
The package did contain paper, nothing 





but paper—but on the sheets were sketches 
of a wedding gown. 

“It was made of a delicate fabric im- 
ported from Switzerland,” she says, “em- 
broidered with little flowers. It was very. 
very tight at the waist. and. with it, instead 
of a veil, | was going to wear a headdress 
of daisies and streamers down my back. 

“The last time I went for a fitting. the 
dress was nearly finished. But when | 
asked about it after Robert left, 1 was told 
it had been taken away. 

“Robert was with me the night before | 
found out about the annulment action.” 
she says. “Then I saw the paper, and there 
was my picture with the charges Robert is 
supposed to have made. 

“T never intended to be divorced from 
anybody,” she declares, “but if I don’t 
reach Robert soon, it may be too late. He'll 
have too much pride to turn back.” 

Judi realizes she may be a target for 
vicious attacks. 

“You can’t imagine the threats I’ve al- 
ready received,” she says, “. . . that I'd be 
framed for a crime . . . terrible threats.” 

Judi shook her long hair back from her 
eyes, stared out the window at Beverly Hills. 

“If you’re very big as an actress, you 
can survive scandal. Or, if you’re nobody 
at all, you aren’t hurt. But if you’re in the 
middle, like I am, you’re ruined. Ruined. 

“If my marriage is over, I hope I have 
some career left, because work will be all 
I'll have. I'll concentrate on work.” 

Judi stretched her fingers, and a thin. 
smoggy sunshine glinted on the wedding 
band she was still wearing. 

“I married Robert because I love him.” 
she said, “but I’ve learned something. 

“Anything that’s completely honest and 
simple, people won’t believe. They think 
you're stupid or after something.” 

—Nancy ANDERSON 
(After the failure of the reconciliation 
hearing, Judi and her lawyer filed a cross- 
complaint. On March 3lst, the court 
granted Robert an annulment on_ the 
grounds that the marriage was never con- 
summated. Under the settlement, Judi was 
awarded $35,000, a car and a suite of bed- 
room furniture.—Eb.) 
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DIVORCE 


Continued from page 53 


love. They were married, and at first, they 
were happy. 

But that was all over. They’d been sepa- 
rated at that time over six months. Fin- 
ished. Done with. He was alone—a bach- 
elor once more. And he’d just given his 
first party as a bachelor. Fun while it 
lasted. Now—lonely. 

It hadn’t been easy to begin life all over 
again, but that’s what he’d had to do. Six 
months alone—time to think, and remem- 
ber, and re-examine every word they'd ever 
said to each other, wondering where they'd 
gone wrong. And in the end to face the 
sickening fact—he’d failed. He, the man, 
had failed. And it hit him worst right there. 
To fail as a husband—did that mean he’d 
failed as a man, too? 


A need to succeed 


All his life he’d had an overwhelming 
need to succeed . . . to prove himself as a 
man. Any amount of struggle and sacrifice 
was okay just so he licked whatever it 
was: like the asthma from birth and puny 
childhood. He couldn’t bear to sit on the 
sidelines and watch his brothers play 
games that were out of his class. He forced 
himself till he could keep up. And at col- 
lege he went it one better, he became a 
top athlete. He was already a fine student, 
but he felt a man had to be more. He 
pushed himself till he ranked as a state 
tennis champ, top ice skater, crack rider. 
hard-hitting baseball player, basketball 
star. Pierre de Lappe—Peter Brown’s real 
name—had to be a winner. 

Then came two years in the Army, and 
he was stationed in a frozen outpost of 
Alaska at 35 degrees below. The asthma 
came back, he choked for breath and 
the Army medic up there was shocked. 
“You're supposed to be 4F,” he exploded. 
“I’m getting you shipped home.” 

getting } pp 

“No,” said Peter, “I’m in and I'll stay 
in.” On sheer guts he licked the pain and 
discomfort. His discharge came through at 
the proper time like any other GI’s. 

“T never gave in,” he thought this night 
after his housewarming. “Not until this 
thing with Diane. then I was licked.” It 
still hurt to remember. The two things a 
man wants most to succeed at—his work 
and his marriage—and the work was okay. 
but the marriage had fallen on its face. 
Why? He’d tried like crazy to salvage it; 
Diane, too, had tried. Were there some 
things in life that couldn’t be fought and 
licked? But why did it have to be what 
meant the most to him, when in every- 
thing else he’d proven himself as good a 
man as the next? 

Peter recalls—with pain—how it was at 
the beginning of the end. “It wasn’t till we 
were married,” he says, “that we began 
discovering things about each other we’d 
glossed over while we were dating and 
falling in love. Only little things at first— 
you know, ways and traits—so trivial on 
the surface that we never realized how they 
were piling up. Not until they became a 
mountain of irritations. Like Diane’s inde- 
pendence. When we were dating I thought 
it was adorable, but when she was my wife, 
suddenly it seemed to become a challenge 





in a man’s face. We’re both stubborn, but 
we used to compromise. Now we quarreled. 


“I loved the outdoors. Diane wasn’t the | 


athletic type, but she used to come along 
as spectator at least. Now she didn’t want 
to. If I left her alone so I could play tennis, 
I was made to feel guilty. But if I gave in 


and stayed home, our tensions and anxie- | 


ties were worse. 

“Then even the laughter went out of our 
lives. Diane’s greatest charm was her sense 
of humor, even about little problems. Now 
there was only silence. And when it dawned 
on me how things were, | retreated into 
my work and the silences got longer—till 
there was no communication at all.” 


new home, it was all over. There was no 
shouting, no arguments. Diane said quietly, 
“T can’t take it any more, I’m miserable. 
Maybe we’d be better off apart.” 

Peter says, “I knew we were heading 
for a breakup, but when I heard her say 
it, | was stunned. I knew all along I should 
have tried to talk to her, but when the 
moment finally came, I couldn’t get the 
words out. So I left. We didn’t see each 
other for seven weeks. Then we got to- 
gether and rehashed everything. We told 
each other we could see the error of our 
ways now. And we were still in love, we 
wanted to try again. So we left our big 
house, rented a small apartment and 
started over. But it was no good. Whatever 
split us the first time, split us again. We 
just didn’t have what it takes to live to- 
gether as man and wife. We were what we 
were and even love couldn’t change us. 

“Just before we broke up, she said to me 
one night, ‘You haven’t even tried to make 
a go of our marriage. I wanted to yell 





The facts 
about strengthening 
brittle nails 


Can polish strengthen nails? Any good 





and shout and tell her how hard Id tried. | 


But | couldn’t defend myself without hurt- 
ing her. So I kept quiet. And she just 
looked at 
much, I’ve given and given. . .. | wanted 
to shout, ‘My God, you don’t know how 
little you’ve given. | know you tried, but 
... | wanted to say those things but I 
couldn't. 


“I loved being married’’ 


“Personally, ’'m a guy who needs love. 
I loved being married, having a home and 
someone to share it with. [’ve got to know 
I’m loved and needed—it just has to be 
there. I despise having to ask for it. Love 
meant so much to me that when we sepa- 
rated for good it really shook me. I went 
around in a state of disbelief—this couldn’t 
have happened to me! I pushed myself 
into exhaustion. Between acting jobs, I 


me and said, ‘I’ve given so | 





tried to write TV plays and study voice. I | 


had to keep on the move every minute. | 
picked up old hobbies I'd dropped because 
Diane didn’t enjoy them. I started jumping 
horses again, and swam more—but all the 
things that used to be fun still left me 
unhappy. Finally I had to face up to the 
truth: that running myself into the ground 
wasn’t the answer. / had to start a new life. 

“Only—I wasn’t prepared to think logi- 
cally. And I hated being alone, I needed 
desperately to be with people. Lucky for 
me, my friend Chuck Courtney was leaving 
for four months in Trinidad to make a pic- 
ture, and he insisted I move in with his 
folks. What great people—all of them! 
They made me feel / was the one keeping 


them from being lonely. My own folks live | 
| DR. SCHOLL’S, Dept. 6U36, Chicago 10, Ill. 


far away—in Washington. 





polish acts as a protective shield for your 
nails. But it can’t protect them as effec- 
tively as a special nail strengthener. Based 
on 50 years’ experience in nail care, Cutex 
has developed Strong Nail, a heavy-duty 


Two weeks after they'd moved into their | full-strength nail coating, not diluted by 


color additives. Strong Nail forms a tough 
layer over the nails to reinforce them 
against cracking, splitting and breaking. 
Yet Strong Nail is easily removed with 
Cutex Oily Polish Remover. Wear Strong 
Nail alone or under any of the 33 fashion- 
right shades of Cutex polish. 


Can you cure brittle nails? The part of the 
nail you can see is actually dead tissue. 
The live nail grows under the cuticle, and 
that is where you should start to correct 
brittle nails. Cutex Nail-Flex is a medi- 
cated cream especially formulated to help 
encourage the growth of long, strong 
beautiful nails. But remember, new 
growth takes time and Nail-Flex should 
be rubbed into the cuticle faithfully for a 
period of weeks before you expect results. 
Cutex® Strong Nail and Nail-Flex are 
each only 59¢ plus tax. 


WANTED 


i 0 EM S Ad musical setting . . . send 


oems today. Any_ subject. 
Immediate consideration. Phonograph records made. 
CROWN MUSIC CO., 49 W.32 St., Studio 560, New York 1 


Even If You Don't Know ; 
a Note of Music Now i 
N°%. it’s EASY to 
learn any instru- , 


ment. No boring ex- \ 
\ 


ercises. Start playing 

little pieces by notes 

right away. Amazing 

progress at home, in spare time. No teacher. Few cents 
1.000.000 students! Write for FREE BOOK. 

U. S. School of Music, Studio A206, Port Washington, N. Y. 

No salesman will call, (Established 1898) 











per lesson. 


MORE INCOME... MORE PRESTIGE 
and Greater PERSONAL Success! 
YOU CAN learn how to identify character 
and personality traits from ordinary hand- 
writing. Fascinating home-study training. Many 
ortunities for both men and women, fu!! 
, address for 


a FREE sample lesson and big illustrated catalog 
Free. No salesman will bother you. (State age). 










INTERNATIONAL GRAPHO ANALYSIS SOCIETY, INC. 
Springfield 4, Missouri 


Dept. FN-94 - - - 


NEW 
BUNION 
RELIEF! 


Dr. Scholl’s FOAM-EASE Bunion Shield 


You never experienced anything like it. It’s so soft 
and deeply cushioned that it stops painful shoe 
friction and pressure on Bunions and Enlarged 
Joints almost like magic. Helps hide bulge; pre- 
serves shape of shoe. Tailored of soft Latex Foam. 
Loops over toe. Flesh color, washable. $1.50 each. 
If not obtainable at your Drug, Shoe or Dept. Store 
send price with pencil outline of foot, to 
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It’s a new show! It's a great show! It’s a 1961 
edition of PHOTOPLAY ANNUAL, produced 
by the editors of PHOTOPLAY! And it’s 


available now wherever magazines are sold! 


PHOTOPLAY ANNUAL is the greatest. It 
brings you all the news and gossip of every- 
one of importance in Hollywood. It also brings 
you gorgeous full-color portraits of the stars, 
plus exciting candid shots and never-to-be- 
forgotten pinups. 


PHOTOPLAY ANNUAL, 


Sonee ones 


HOLLYWOOD NEWSREEL 
—Here is the month-by- 
month story of Hollywood. 
The marriages, divorces, 
separations, reconciliations, 
births and deaths. 


TOP BILLING—New pic- 
tures and stories of ‘Troy 
Donahue @ Elvis Presley @ 
Sandra Dee @ Edd Byrnes @ 
Tuesday Weld @ Connie Ste- 
vens @ Debbie Reynolds @ 
Frankie Avalon @ Annette 
Funicello @ Carol Lynley 
and Connie Francis. 


DOUBLE FEATURES— 
Truly romantic stories about 
these happily married: Liz 
Taylor and Eddie Fisher @ 
Janet Leigh and Tony Curtis 
@ Koger Smith and Vici Shaw @ Pat and Shirley Boone @ 
Evy Norlund and James Darren @ Millie Perkins and Dean 
Stockwell @ Joanne Woodward and Paul Newman @ Natalie 
Wood and Bob Wagner. 


FANFARE—Bigc pictures and fascinating stories about 
Cary Grant @ Rock Hudson @ Rick Nelson @ Tab Hunter 









“But even at the Courtneys, my second 
family, I lived like a hermit. I couldn’t 
even think about going out with a girl who 
wasn’t Diane. It took me months to crawl 
out of my shell. All in all, I'd been out of 
circulation nearly three years. I felt awk- 
ward calling a girl and asking her out. I 
worried too much, tried too hard. I'd pick 
up the phone, then I'd think, what'll I say? 
What if she turns me down? Before Diane. 
I used to date just like that—if I liked a 
girl’s looks. Now I was tongue-tied. 

“Then the studio got after me. They like 


their players to show up at premieres and 
| parties and stuff. So I dated Suzanne 





@ Paul Anka @ Bobby Darin @ John Saxon @ Sal Mineo | 


@ Stephen Boyd @ Brandon de Wilde @ Bobby Rydell 
@® Jimmy Clanton. 


PINUPS—These thrilling pictures are a ‘‘must’’ for your 
collection: Brigitte Bardot @ Marilyn Monroe @ Kim 
Novak @ Lana Turner @ Ava Gardner @ Doris Day. 


UP IN LIGHTS—The great stories of your favorites: Glenn 
Ford @ Susan Hayward @ Hope Lange @ Tony Perkins 
@ Audrey Hepburn @ Roger Moore @ Susan Kohner @ 
Lawrence Harvey @ John Gavin @ Shirley MacLaine @ 
Dolores Hart. 


AND INTRODUCING—Here are the newcomers to the 
sereen. You can follow their glamorous rise to stardom: 
Angie Dickinson @ Mark Damon ® Warren Beatty @ Jo 
Morrow @ Mark Goddard @ Sue Lyon @© Tom Tryon @ 
Vicki Trickett @® Nancy Kwan @ Juliet Prowse @ Richard 
Beymer @ Patti Page @ Anita Bryant @ Glenn Corbett @ 
Sigrid Maier @ Carol Christensen @ Brenda Lee @ Leticia 
Roman @ Sharon Hugueny @ Kerwin Mathews @ Michael 
Callan @ George Peppard. 


ONLY 50c WHILE THEY LAST 
AT ALL NEWSSTANDS NOW 


§ Bartholomew House, Inc. WG-661 5 
#205 E. 42 St., New York 17, N. Y. : 
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Lloyd, we went to dinner, then to the Ice 
Follies. And for all my anxiety (about me, 
not her) we had a great time. Before | 
knew it, we were talking away at dinner. 
the ice show was fine, we stopped for some- 
thing to eat—it was a wonderful evening. 
The ice show broke the ice for me—liter- 
ally. | wasn’t afraid anymore of going 
‘back into the world.’ Since then I’ve dated 
a lot of girls. 

“But it’s a back-and-forth thing. I’ve 
gone through some pretty rough months. 
There were times I was convinced that I’d 
never be happy again. I still get so darn 
depressed my mind goes in all directions. 
I begin questioning myself, and then I 
have to work things out. I get on my horse 
and ride by myself for hours. Sometimes I 
get in my car and take long drives down 
by the ocean. I drive—or I ride—until 
whatever’s bothering me comes to a head 
and I’m able to toss it off. 


it wasn’t the same 


“You know something? As much fun as 
it was buying my new house, when I first 
started fixing it up, I got real low. I love 
to work around a house—paint, wire the 
hi-fi, build shelves. But it’s different doing 
things for yourself and doing them for 
someone you love. Right now I’m working 
hard—for myself—and of course that’s im- 
portant, too. But it’s like nothing compared 
to the pride and joy you feel working hard 
for someone you love, who loves you back 
and takes pleasure in what you accomplish. 

“I guess what I mean—I loved being 
married. Someone said I was in love with 
love, with the idea of marriage, but that’s 
not true. I loved Diane very much and I 
love her now—but not as a wife. There 
isn’t a girl in this world I respect more. 
but we were two unfortunate people—we 
had to learn the hard way that we weren’t 
right for each other. It had nothing to do 
with maturity, either. If we met five years 
from today we still wouldn’t have the basis 
for a lasting marriage—to each other. 

“That doesn’t mean I regret having been 
married to Diane—anything but. And I 
think we learned a lot from each other 
that should help us in our future relation- 
ships with others. But not while we were 
married—the time was too short, and first 
there was too much happiness, then too 
much grief, for thinking. After the breakup 
I did my thinking. So you might say what 
I didn’t learn from the institution of mar- 
riage | learned from divorce. And that, as 
I’ve said, is the hard way. 

“What did I learn? A bookful. As I see 
it now, Diane and I went into marriage in 
love, all right—but with hidden little ideas 


| about changing whatever we didn’t quite 


like. It wasn’t even a conscious thing—but 
even so it’s no good at all to marry on that. 





You have to take someone you love for 
better or worse, ‘as is—the way you are 
and she is. 

“It would have been better if we’d recog- 
nized—beforehand—whatever bothered us. 
But let’s face it, when a boy and girl are 
dating. they consciously put the best foot 
forward, and if there are any irritations, 
they won’t come out with it. Suddenly 
they’re in love, blinded by the glow. and 
next thing they’re at the altar—still not 
really knowing each other. On the surface. 
maybe, but not deeply. No wonder they 
end up throwing things. or going into the 
silences. ['ll admit it’s not easy to know 
anyone vefore marriage as you do after. 
But it helps if you have things in common. 
learn each other’s likes and dislikes and 
understand her basic traits—and your own. 
Maybe then the little ‘mysteries’ that are 
discovered later won’t be so earth-shatter- 
ingly unexpected that they tear you apart. 


That “special girl’ 


“Now that I’m trying to make my way 
toward happiness again, I see it’s still got 
to be by loving someone. I don’t care how 
long it takes me to find that someone—I 
will. And Ill be just as sure this time as I 
was the last that it'll be a beautiful, lasting 
relationship. But the steps to it will be 
something else again. For one thing, differ- 
ent things attract me to a girl today. I look 
for more than surface beauty and dazzle. 
She has to have personality, understanding 
and intelligence. It so happens that Diane 
had those qualities, but I wasn’t looking 
for them when I began dating her, I wasn’t 
thinking about them then. Now I do. But 
she has to have a personality that fits with 
mine, and mine with hers. And we have to 
understand each other. Because marriage 
is a pretty special relationship. 

“As for keeping quiet about trivialities 
that bug a man after the wedding, I'd 
rather drag them out in the open before- 
hand. If I go to a party where business is 
discussed. I don’t want my date sulking 
and tugging at my sleeve when I stop to 
talk to some executive. I’ve had girls pout 
and accuse me of neglecting them. even 
get sore about it. It’s the kind of thing | 
used to pass off if I liked a girl. though 
inside it bugged me. Nowadays if this hap- 
pens I don’t make a big issue. but I don’t 
suppress it either. On the way home | 
calmly discuss it with her, like two grown- 
up people. If she understands—fine. If she 
refuses to, I don’t see her again. If she 
can’t dig my problems at the dating stage. 
she certainly won’t understand as a wife. 

“And I do want a wife again. What’s 
happened hasn’t dimmed one bit my desire 
to be a happily married man—with chil- 
dren. It may be three or four years before 
I settle down, but right now the important 
thing is to feel confident that I will. It’s 
a lot better than feeling I'll never be happy 
again. I'll be happy. I’ve pulled through a 
tough time, and pretty much licked the 
depressed feeling. Mostly I can enjoy my 
work, my friends, my hobbies and dating. 
I’ve won back my peace of mind. 

“By now I guess it’s no secret—if ever 
there was anything I didn’t want to fail at. 
it was my marriage. To respect myself as 
a man, | can’t afford to fail again.” 

—Maria Borie 


You can see Peter in “The Lawman” on 


ABC-TV every Sunday, 8:30-9 P.M. EDT. 








LAST MINUTE FLASH 





t 
happened 


too fast 


BELINDA LEE— 





GHE lived too fast. She had been born in the quiet English town of Devon, 
\~" but she left all that behind. By nineteen she was getting parts in British 
films and was married to Lucas Cornel, a talented photographer. 

Then she burst out on the whole world’s front pages—as a sex bomb. 
While she was attending the Cap d’Antibes film festival she went bathing in 
the shallow surf and the strap of her bikini broke. Undaunted—and un- 
covered—she waded to shore straight into the lenses of every cameraman on 
the beach. At the time she had the leading part in “Aphrodite, Goddess of 
Love” and there were people who whispered it was a publicity stunt. 

Whatever, it was the beginning of a flamboyant affair with a married 
Italian prince who had witnessed the intriguing spectacle. Now home and 
marriage could no longer hold the girl. She rocketed her way up in the 
movies—triumphant symbol of sex. Her love affair with Prince Filippo 
Orsini cost her a divorce on charges of adultery. 

Belinda and the Prince loved madly, they quarreled and both tried to 
commit suicide over the breakup—then came back to each other’s arms. 
His Princess wife, in a separation petition, named Belinda as “the woman 
living with Prince Orsini.” But later Orsini and his wife were reconciled. 

Last December Belinda became engaged—to another married man. When 
the headlines broke, Italian movie maker Gualtiero Jacopetti announced 
that they would be married as soon as he divorced his wife. 

Now in Hollywood, they zoomed about the countryside together—to 
Las Vegas and back to Hollywood on wide-open desert roads—Belinda, 
Jacopetti and two other Italian film men. They hit it at a hundred miles an 
hour and the needle still climbed. The station wagon blew a tire, skidded a 
thousand feet, leaped a ditch and crashed—upside down. 

Beautiful Belinda Lee, at 26, was dead within minutes. 

In the Riviera night spots where she used to burn the candle at both ends 
and the middle, they’re singing songs in her memory. The most popular is 
“Pour Toujours, Belinda”—“For Always, Belinda.” In two weeks she had 


become a legend. She would not be forgotten fast. —Cat York 














YOU'D NEVER KNOW I! HAD 


PSORIASIS 


As hundreds of thousands of users 
have learned, Siroil tends to re- 
move psoriasis crusts and 
scales on outer layer of skin. 
Light applications help control 

recurring lesions. Siroil doesn’t 
Stain clothing or bed linens. 

Offered on two-weeks-satisfac- 

tion -or- money - refunded basis. 

Many years of successful results, 


Wy thanks to 


SIROIL 


For greater daytime comfort 
vse SIR-O-LENE Skin Softener re ALL 
between Siroil applications. Sir-O-Lene R v G 


is also ideal for dry and flaky skin. STORES 
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SIROIL LABORATORIES, INC. 7 
Dept. M-109 Santa Monica, Calif. 

| Please send me your new FREE booklet on PSORIASIS. | 
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LMC Many Finish in 2 Years 


Go as rapidly as your time and abilities permit. Equivalent Ld rest- 
dent school work—prepares for college entrance exams. S 
. S. texts supplied. Diploma warded, Dredit for H. E. _gubjecta 
Single ti k for Free Bulle’ 








into DOLLARS! 
NEW songwriters, poets share $33 millions 
yearly. Songs Composed, PUBLISHED, 
Promoted. Appraisal, info FREE from. i 
NORDYKE Music Publishers 
# 6000 Sunset, HOLLYWOOD 28], Calif. 








\! 1 Ww SIMULATED DIAMOND LADIES’ 
ail Nh, ”* Engagement and Wedding Rings 
¢ 7 ONLY $}00 e of ® 
’ You’ll love these rings—the simu- 





lated diamonds look like a ‘‘million 
dollars’’ and sparkle with many 
stones. SEND NO MONEY. Pay 
»0stman only $1 plus postage 
or both rings. If you send 1 
cash with order we pay alt oetaee. 
G N 


White or yellow "gold color effect 
- or sterling silver mountings, 

. _ M CO., Dept. AS1S 
Both h Rings for Ss. 30 Church St., New York 7, N. Y. 
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wauer§ 
PHOTOS Pius 75 
HANDLING 


2'5"x3'%q genuine photos made on silk finish 
studio paper. Send photo or snapshot neg. to- 
day 25 for $1.25 plus FREE 5°x7° enlarge- 

ment. (60 for $2.25) . Money back guaranteed. 








Destroy unwanted hair PERMANENTLY. Use con- 
sara at home. When you have read our 
} uction book corefully and learned to use 
he new Mohler Epilator safely and efficiently, 
then you can remove unwanted hair FOREVER. 
MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE (Our 76th Year). 





MAHLER'S, INC, ‘Dept. 601H PROVIDENCE 15, R. I. 












VARICOSE 
' WEINS 


Tired Legs, Leg Cramps Relieved 





NS Siser-Sheer 
51 GAUGE ELASTIC STOCKINGS 


Nylon, full-footed, full-fashioned. So sheer, they look 
= regular nylons — yet give comfortable, uniform 
port. No overhose needed. In French Nude, 
White, Black. At Dr. Scholl’s Foot Comfort® Shops, 
Drug, Dept., Surgical Supply Stores. $12.95 eit 
Free booklet—Dr. Scholl’s,Dpt. 6E36, Chicago 1 
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SUMMER IS WHAT YOU MAKE IT 








Start now for 


fun later on 
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4878—If you’re like 574—For any time of year, a gift 
Sharon Hugueny, you'll for baby. This embroidered sampler j 
wamt four for fun— tells all the vital facts. Transfer 
shirt, pants, poncho, 12 x 16”; 60 names and chart. 35¢ 
shorts. Printed Pattern 
in Jr. Miss Sizes 9-17. 

Size 13 pants, 24% yds. 





626—Summer comes to your kitch- 
en with these happy bluebird 
towels, all in simple embroidery. 
Transfer of 7 motifs, 6 x 7”. 25¢ 


841—New summer slipcovers are 
easy to sew yourself. Our step-by- 
step directions, diagrams show how 
for all types of chairs, sofas. 25¢ 








9024—Doris Day likes versa- 
tile clothes. Like this sun- 
sheath and its pretty-partner 
jacket. The diagonal buttons 
and set-away collar are fashion 
news this year. Printed Pat- 
tern in Misses Sizes 10-18. 











For Patterns 9024, 4878, 9039, send 35¢ 
. . to Photoplay Pattern Dept., P.O. Box 
9039—Styled for summer romance 123, Old Chelsea Sta., N.Y. 11, N. Y. 

wide-away collar, unpressed Add 10¢ each for first-class mailing. For 
1 Printed P: wn Mi ; others, send order with coins to Photo- 
pleats. Frinte attern in ‘ ssece play Needlecraft Service at same ad- 
Sizes 12-20. Size 16 takes 5% yds. dress. Add 5¢ each for first-class. For 
Catalog of Printed Dress Patterns, send 
35¢. For Needlecraft Catalog, send 25¢. 

















: Kotex /s confidence 


You'l/ welcome the newest Kotex napkins. They have a much softer 
covering for greater comfort, pleated ends for-a smoother fit, also a new inner shield 


which provides fasting protection in all 3 absorbencies. 
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WAP KING WAP KINGS RAP KING 


REGULAR JUNIOR SUPER 
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THERE ARE THREE BRECK SHAMPOOS 

FOR THREE DIFFERENT HAIR CONDITIONS 

| A mild, gentle shampoo may be used as often as desired 
RECK to help keep the hair looking its best. A Breck Shampoo 


HAMPOO 


cleans thoroughly, yet is not drying to the hair. One Breck 

Shampoo is for dry hair. Another Breck Shampoo is for 

oily hair. A third Breck Shampoo is for normal hair. A 

Breck Shampoo helps keep your hair soft and shining. 

New packages marked with color help you select the correct Breck Shampoo. 

4 ounces 60¢ @ Red for dry hair Yellow for oily hair @ Blue for normal hair 

AVAILABLE WHEREVER COSMETICS ARE SOLD - 214072. 39¢ 4.02. 60¢ 8 oz. $1.00 16 Oz. $1.75 


Copyright 1961 by John H. Breck Inc. 





